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PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN    BY    A   FRIEND, 
AND  SPOKEN  BY  MR.  BRUNTOX. 

•ERE  yet  November  o'er  the  Sons  of  Care 

Has  shed  the  influence  of  her  flagging  air, 

A  Bard,  who  oft  has  found  protection  here, 

Once  more  attempts  each  drooping  heart  to  cheeu 

Assays  to  bid  corroding  thoughts  retire, 

And  strike  the  sprightlier  note  upon  the  lyre. 

But  oh !  with  fearful  heart  and  anxious  breast, 

•Once  more  he  comes  to  stand  the  awful  test. 

Used  to'the  smiles  of  an  indulgent  town, 

He  feels  a  double  texror  at  its  FROWJI. 

Yet  though  his  humbler  efforts  urge  no  claim 

To  the  bright  meed  of  literary  fame, 

He  boasts,  that  while  he  strives  the  laugh  to  raue, 

It  ever  shall  be  done  by  honest  ways  '. 

And  if  your  smiles  their  favoring  aid  impart, 

He  still  can  lay  his  hand  upon  his  heart, 

And  say,  while  listening  to  your  kind  applause, 

I  have  not  injured  VIRTUE'S  SACRBD  CAUSE. 

With  this  one  claim,  he  dubious  leaves  the  rest 

To  the  kind  justice  of  each  candid  breast. 

He  oft  has  ranged  thro'  Nature's  ample  fields,  .-. 

Tried  what  the  garden,  what  the  forest  yields, 

Cull'd  every  flower  that  Jay  within  his  view, 

And  when  he  wove  it,  brought  the  wreath  to  you. 

If  then,  amid  the  garland  of  to-night, 

Some  simple,  modest  flowerets  start  to  sight, 

Your  fav'ring  plaudits,  like  the  genial  ray, 

Will  spread  the  opening  blossoms  of  the  day : 

But  should  our  friends  deny  that  fostering  power, 

The  Author's  HOPE  must  WITHER  like  the  FLOWER. 


DRAMATIS. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


The  Delinquent MR.  KEMBLX. 

Sir  Edward  Specious Ma.  BRUNTON. 

Major  Tornado. ...........  MR.  MUNDEN. 

Old  Doric MR.  FAWCETT. 

Young  Doric MR.  LEWIS. 

Dorvillc MR.  CLAREMONT. 

Tradelovc  . . MR.  ATKINS. 

Wine  Merchant MR.  KING. 

Upholfter , Mr.  BEVERLY. 

Landlord MR.  WADDY. 

Old  Nicholas MR.  LISTON. 

Tom  Tackle MR.  EMERY. 

Waiter , MR,  HARLEY. 

Servant  to  Sir  Edward MR.  FIELP. 

Servant  to  Young  Doric  ....  .Ma.  ABBOT. 

Olivia MRS.  H.  JOHNSTONE. 

Mifs  Stoic MRS.  DIBDIN. 

Mrs.  Audrey  ./..,..,,...  MRS.  GIBBS, 


Scene — A  Sea-port  Town, 


THE 

DELINQUENT: 

OR, 

SEEING  COMPANY. 


s 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  l.—0utfde  of  Hermitage— Spikes,  6fr. 

Enter  SIR  EDWARD  SPECIOUS. 

Sir  Edward. 
O ;  this  is  the  houfe  ;  and  that  no  time  may 


be  loft  (rings  the  bell)  Faith  !  'tis  a  ftrange 
awful  fort  of  habitation  ;  but  no  matter ;  were  it  a 
town  impregnable,  in  fuch  a  caufe,  I  would  af- 
lault  it. 

Enter  NICHOLAS,  an  old  tottering  Gardener. 

Come,  (hew  me  to  Mifs  Stoic. 

Nich.  My  miftrefs !  mercy  on  me !  do  you  know 
•who  (he  is  ? 

Sir  Edw.  To  be  fure ;  (he's  a  woman — 

Nich.  And  you  are — 

Sir  Edw.  A  man  ! 

Nich.  The  more  the  pity  !  Good  day  ! 

Sir  Edw.  What  the  devil !  am  I  pitied  for  being 
a  man  ? 

Nich.  Certainly — my  miftrefs  pities  all-  mankind ; 
A  3  that 
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that  is,  they  are  fo  hateful  to  her,  that  (he  has  for- 
fvvorn  the  world,  and  lives  alone  in  that  hermitage. 

Sir  Edw.  Alone  !   why,  what  are  you  ? 

Nich.  Me!   pooh!   I'm  nothing ! 

Sir  Edw.  No  !  but  nothing  as  you  are,  I  fancy 
there  never  was  a  female  hermitage  without  fome- 
thing  like  you— But,  don't  be  alarm'd — I  vifit  the 
old  lady  for  the  fake  of  a  young  oner  the  lovely 
Mils  Olivia. 

Nich.  Mifs  Olivia  \ 

Sir  Edw.  Ay  :  I  met  herlaft  night  at  a  friend's 
houfe, — and  hearing  (lie  was  the  adopted  child  of 
your  miftrefs,  Mifs  Stoic's  brother— 

Nich*  She  is  ; — of  the  gallant  Major  Tornado, 
who,  bleffings  on  him,  arrived  here  two  days  ago. 

Sir  Edw.  Major  Tornado !  tell  me — was  he 
lately  at  Naples  ? 

Nich.  I  can't  fay  :  but  its  not  unlikely,  for  he- 
came  over  land  from  India. 

Sir  Edw.  From  India !  'tis  the  fame — I  met 
him  there,  on  my  travels,  three  months  ago;  and 
a  more  aclive,  animated — But  a  hermitage  I  Major 
Tornado  two  whele  days  in  a  hermitage  1  with  no- 
companion  but  this  Petrarch  in  petticoats — Zounds! 
is  he  alive  ? 

Nich.  Hardly  !  the  quiet  of  a  country  life  is 
almoft  death  to  him  ;  and  whilft  his  lifter  is  con- 
flantly  praifing  the-  charms  of  retirement,  he  is  fe- 
cretly  curfing  them.  But  here  he  comes,  to  de- 
fcribe,  in  perfon,  his  diflike  to  rural  felicity. 

\_Exit  into  the  Houfe* 

Enter  MAJOR  TORNADO. 

Sir  Edw.  Major  Tornado  !  I  rejoice  to  fee  you. 

Major.  Sir  Edward  !  my  dear  fellovy  !  how  long 
have  you  been  in  England  ?  the  fight  of  a  civilized 
being  is  pleafant  any  where  ;  but,  in  the  country, 
amidil  trees  that  never  move,  profpeclfr  that  never 

alter, 
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alter,  and  brutes  that  never  utter — Where  do  you 
live  ?  Where  are  you  going  ?  don't  fhirk — for,  like 
a  drowning  man,  I'll  cling  to  you,  till  we  both  fink 
together. 

Sir  Eaw.  You  are  very  good  ;  but  I  don't  mean 
to  fink.  The  country  has,  for  me,  a  thoufand 
charms ;  and,  for  civilized  fociety — anfwer  me — 
can  cows  fpeak  fcandal,  or  (hccp  tell  lies  of  us. 

Major.  No  ;  I  wifh  they  could — any  converfa- 
tion's  better  than  none  ;  for,  is  it  to  be  expected, 
that  an  old  foldier,  who,  for  forty  years,  has  been 
liftening  to  the  glorious  rattle  of  the  cannon,  can 
now  fit  jdown  contented  with  the  baaing  of  lambs, 
and  the  fqueaking  of  little  pigs  ?  No,  give  me 
noife,  battle,  occupation  !  And,  fooner  than  pafs 
another  two  days  of  (till  life  in  that 'hermitage, 
curfe  me,  but  I'll  do  good  to  the  community  by 
fending  challenges  to  all  the  apothecaries,  and 
bringing  actions  againft  all  the  attornies. 

Sir  Edw.  'Tis  very  ftrange  !  pray,  have  you  tried 
rural  fports  ? — (hooting — fifhing — 

Major.  Shooting  !  that's  very  well !  as  if  a  man, 
that  has  been  accuftomed  to  wing  game  fix  feet 
high,  can  take  intereft  in  popping  at  partridges  ! 
and  for  fifhing,  I  tried  that  yefterday ;  and  falling 
fad  afleep  with  the  line  round  my  hand,  the  firft 
bite  from  a  large  jack  plumped  me  foufe  into  the 
water.  But,  I'll  tell  you  what — I've  one  refource 
— I  mean  to  build  a  neat  cottage,  on  the  modern 
plan. 

Sir  Edw.  On  the  modern  plan  ? 

Major.  Ay;  that  is,  a  houfe  with  dining  rooms, 
drawing  rooms,  ball  rooms,  and  (tabling  for' about 
fifty  horfes — and,  if  the  workmen  will  be  fo  mer- 
ciful, as  to  take  two  years  to  finifh  it,  I  (hall  have 
all  the  pleafure,  without  any  of  the  fatigue  ;  for,  at 
that  time,  my  leave  of  abfence  expires,  and  I'll  re- 
turn to  India  without  once  fetting  foot  in  it. 

Sir 
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Sir  Ediv.  Why,  you  are  in  a  bad  way  indeed  t 
Have  you  no  mental  refources  ?  Nothing  to  excite 
love. or  friendfbip,  or — 

Major.  Don't  talk  of  it : — I  have  an  adopted 
child-;  but~ 

Sir  Ediv.  But  what  ? 

Major.  She's  undutiful  to  me,  ungrateful  to  my 
fifter  here,  Mifs  Stoic,  and  I'm  forry  for  it.  Her 
ilory  interefted  me,  it  cut  me  to  the  heart ;  and 
though  I  adopted  Olivia  without  feeing  her,  yet  I 
pictured  to  myfelf  a  lovely,  helplefs  orphan,  bid- 
ding me  welcome  by  the  name  of  father — bene- 
factor— But,  now,  look  ye,  Sir  Edward,  if  time 
don't  make  his  clocks  ilrik'e  months  inftead  of 
hours,  my  leave  of  abfence  will  extend  much-be- 
yond  this  world  ;  for  I  can  find  no  peace  or  com- 
fort but  in  war,  battle,  and  general  uproar. 

Sir  Edw>  Undutiful,  and  ungrateful,  do  you 
fay  ?  How  !  in  what  manner? 

Major.  How!  why,  when  her  beft  friend,  there, 
my  fifter  (pointing  to  Hermitage)  finding  her  mind 
untutored,  and  her  manners  awkward,  wiihec:  her 
to  remove  from  her  prefent  negligent  governefs, 
Mifs  Olivia  refufed  to  comply  forfooth — -But  I've 
done  with  her — As  foon  as  I  can  find  a  houfe  to 
place  her  in,  (he  (hall  bid  adieu  to  this  neighbour- 
hood for  ever;  and  to  me,  and  my  friendfhip,  and 
—no,  hang  it,  after  all,  perhaps,  if  I  muft  have  em- 
ployment, I  can't  pafs  time  much  better  than  in, 
now  and  then,  fending  a  bank  note  to  a  poor,  aban- 
doned orphan. 

Sir  Edw.  Right,  Major!  do  not.  quite  forfake 
her — and  as  you're  fuch  a  ftranger  here,  if  I  can 
be  of  fervice — My  aunt,  for  inftance,  has  a  houfe, 
a  few  miles  off,  and  will,  I'm  fure,  be  ready  to  re- 
ceive her. 

Major.  Indeed  !    that's   the  very   thing ;  for   I 
promifcd  my  fifter  fhe  fhould  be  fent  away  to- 
night, 
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night,  and  I'll  go  tell  her  directly.  But,  I  fay, 
who  is  to  conducl  her  ?  For,  tho'  I've  the  higheft 
opinion  of  your  character,  Sir  Edward 

Sir  Ediv.  'Sdeath,  fir  !  if  you  doubt  that  I'm 
a  man  of  honour  ! 

Major.  OhJ  no;  not  at  all. — But,  begging 
your  pardon,  it  is  pofllble  novv-a-days  to  be  a  man 
of  very  great  honour,  and  yet  be  a  very  lad  rafcal : 
for,  feducing  the  wife  or  daughter  of  your  friend, 
and,  afterwards  fhooting  him  in  a  duel,  don't  in 
the  leaft  deprive  you  of  the  falhionable  appellation. 
Yet,  ferioufly;  Sir  Edward,  you  rank  fo  high  in 
every  good  man's  praife,  that  I  fafdy  may  truft 
you. 

Sir  Ed-:v.  You  may  depend  on't. — I  fee  you 
would  avoid  Olivia. — I  will  inform  her  of  your 
wifhes. 

Major.  Do  ; — directly — while  I  prepare  an  at- 
tendant (going  'towards  the  Hermitage).  Look  ! 
what  a  (inferable  hole  am  I  going  in-to  !  My  fifter 
,  has  a  ftrong,  enlighten'd  mind,  and  can  fupport 
folitude;  but  I'm  fo  little  of  the  hermit — Hark 
ye  !  come  back  as  fad  as  you  can,  and  I'll  take  a 
peep  with  you,  at  all  the  pretty  faces  in  the  public 
walks  ;  for,  tho'  Mifs  Stoic  hates  our  fex,  I'm  very 
fond  of  hers ;  and  if  I  find  I  can't  manage  time 
any  other  way,  i'cod  I'll  take  a  wife. 

Sir  Edijo.     Do. 

Major.  I  will  ;  for,  next  to  war,  I  know  no- 
thing more  likely  to  give  a  gentleman  ample  em- 
ployment. 

\_Exit  into  Hermitage. 

Sir  Edw.  Bravo  !  Sir  Edward  !  You  have  won 
the  prize — and  yet,  (han't  lofe  each  good  man's 
praife ;  for  here's  the  ftalking-horfe,  to  cloak  my 
guilt ;  here  is  the  d^fperate  and  convenient  friend, 
that  is  to  anAver  for  his  patron's  crimes. 

Enter 


1O  THE  DELINQUENT  : 

Enter  the  DELINQUENT. 

Why  what's  the  matter  ?  What  agitates  you  ? 

Delin.  That,  which  gives  joy  to  you,  the  light 
of  England,  of  your  native  land — No  friendly, 
kindred  fmile  hails  my  return  ;  and  I,  who  once 
was  welcom'd,  and  lov'd  like  you,  now,  if  I'm 
known,  I'm  known  to  be  deftroyed. 

Sir  Edw.  Be  patient,  and  remember  well— 
Tis  but  a  year  ago  fince,  in  a  poor  Italian  inn,  I 
found  you  almofi  perifhing  for  want. 

DeKn*  You  did ;  at  Lucca — and  I  repeat 
what  then  I  told  you,  much  as  my  life  is  worth, 
fo  much  I  owe  you.  (With  fullen  pride) 

Sir  Edw.  Remember,  too,  I  knew  you  at  firft 
fight.  Knew  you  were  the  man,  who  had  fo 
wrong'd,  and  fo  deceiv'd  my  father ;  but,  bury- 
ing in  oblivion  all  paft  injuries,  offer'd  to  protect 
you. 

Delin.  You  have  ;  and  what  are  your  com- 
mands ?  I  fee  you  have  in  view  fome  daring, 
defperate  fervice ;  and  I  am  bound,  and  pledg'd 
to  undertake  it. 

Sir  Edw,  Why,  then,  in  brief,  here,  at  the 
neighbouring  fchool,  there  is  a  lovely  girl,  and 
none  can  thwart  me  in  my  plans,  but  her  fu£ 
picious  governefs.  You  underftand — (he  muft  be 
fomeway  (ilenc'd,  and  yet  my  name  kept  fecret. 

Delin.  And  mine  proclaimed — Well,  be  it 
fo  ;  yet 

Sir  Edw.  No  remonftrance :  be  it  yours;  be 
it  yours  to  execute  my  wifhes ;  no  hefitation, 
or 

Delin.  And  do  I  hefitate?  No;  yet  think 
a  little,  Sir  Edward — you  can,  as  yet,  look  into 
yourfelf :  can  fee  a  fpotlefs  and  untainted  heart ! 
and  if,  expanding  with  its  pangs,  hereafter  it  would 

burft 
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burft  its  bonds,  as  mine  would  now,  how  will  you 
curfc  the  felfifhnefs  of  him  who  joined  to  fcreen 
you  from  the  world's  reproaches,  but  left  you  tor- 
tured by  your  own. 

Sir  Edw.  Farewell !  I  have  not  leifure  for  this 
bufy,  dull  advice.  You'll  wait  for  me  at  home— 
and,  mind,  tho*  I've  the  power  to  overwhelm  you, 
it  is  my  wi(h  to  ferve,  and  to  befriend  you. 

{Exit. 

Delin.  Still,  dill  muft  I  fmother  in  my 
proud  breaft  all  feeling  of  a  man. — Muft  I,  who 
once  was  equal  to  this  worldly  youth,  in  power, 
and  wealth,  and  fame,  ftill  muft  I  fubmit  to  be 
menaced  and  commanded  ?  better  the  penalty  of 
my  delinquency  were  death  at  once,  than  to  en- 
dure this  daily  refpite  from  perdition  (going)  ;  yet, 
no ;  death  robs  me  of  the  hope  of  finding  that, 
for  which  alone  I  ventured  to  revifit  England;  and, 
could  I  clafp  the  long  loft  treafure  to  my  heart ! — 
Oh  !  that  tender  thought  recalls  me  to  my  former 

felf ;  and,  when  I  think  of  what  I  was Diftrac- 

tion  !  when,  when  will  merciful  forgetfulnefs  yield 
that  repofe  which  cruel  men,  and  too  fevere  a  def- 
tiny,  deny  me. 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  at  Mrs.  AUBREY'S. 
Enter  MRS.  AUBREY. 

\ 

Mrs.  Aub.  'Tis  very  ftrange !  Olivia  not  re- 
turned !  Oh  !  {he  little  thinks  each  minute  feems 
an  age  !  And,  much  I  wifh  her  generous  bene- 
factor would  arrive,  for  I  fufpecl:  I  am  her  only 
friend,  and  friendfhip,  fuch  as  mine,  alas !  is  but 
of  poor  avail. 

Enter 
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Enter  OLIVIA. 

OH-vla.  Oh,  my  dear  madam  !  what  do  you 
think?  I'm  afraid  you'll  be  fo  angry;  for  I've 
loft  fomething,  indeed  I  have — fomething  you've 
had  pofleflion  of  ever  fince  I  tlrft  faw  you. 

Mrs.  Aub.     Speak  !   what  is  it,  Olivia  ? 

Olhia.  My  heart — nothing  lefs  than  my 
heart.  I  took  it  out  with  me,  but  fomehow  I 
dropt  it  on  the  fea-fhore,  and  who  (hould  pick  it 
up  but  fuch  a  fvveet,  rude,  delightful — Do  you 
know  when  I  afk'd  him  for  it  again,  he  down- 
right refufed  me,  and  fo  I  told  him  to  give  me 
another — and  he  did,  very  civilly  ;  he  gave  me  his 
own  ;  and  they  beat  in  fuch  unifon,  that  I  don't 
think  either  of  us  will  be  forry  for  the  change  as 
Jong  as  we  exist. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Heavens  !  who  is  it  ?  Not  Sir  Ed- 
ward Specious  ? 

Olivia.  Oh  !  no  ;  the  confident  creature  only 
arrked  just  time  enough  to  fee  me  infulted  by 
two  intoxicated  coxcombs ;  fo  flying  to  my  af- 
iiftance,  and  forcing  them  to  acknowledge  they 
had  both  got  drunk  and  forgot  themfelves  :  "Get 
drunk  again,"  fays  he,  "  for  you  can't  do  better 
than  forget  what's  fo  little  worth  remembering.*' 
— Lord!  ma'am,  tho'  you  don't  like  Sir  Edward, 
I  do  verily  believe  we  fhall  quite  quarrel,  and  pull 
caps  about  this  gentleman. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Olivia,  yours  is  the  age  of  danger  ; 
and,  judging  by  your  own  of  other's  merits,  man 
has  with  you  no  art,  the  world  no  vice  ;  but,  after 
feven  long  years  of  tendernefs  and  care;  now, 
when  I  hoped  to  reap  the  harveft  of  my  toils, 
think,  fhould  I  fee  it  blighted  and  defpoiled  by 
infecls,  venomous  as  vile  ? — 

'Olhia.  I  thought,  as  'twas  holiday  time,  and 

all 
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all  my  young  friends  were  gone  to  their  refpe&ive 
homes,  that  I  might  amufe  myfclf  in  my  turn  ; 
and  I'm  fure,  lofing  one's  heart  is  very  pretty 
amufement ;  but,  if  you  think,  otherwife,  I  had 
rather  it  had  broken  into  a  thoufand  atoms,  than 
that  the  bed  of  monitors  and  friends,  (hould,  for 
one  inftant,  think  Olivia  thoughtlefs,  and  un- 
grateful. 

Mrs.  Aulr.  Oh  !  but  for  you — (embracing  her, 
and  weeping)  you  fee  my  weaknefs — (hould  you 
forfake  me  ? — 

Olivia.  Forfake  you !  You,  who  have  fo 
watched,  and 

Mrs.  Aubr.     Have  I  ? 

Olivia.  And  fure  I  needed  it ;  for  all  but  me, 
alas !  have  homes,  have  parents. 

Mrs.  Aubr.  Hold,  I  implore  you  !  Tis  the 
fubjecl  upon  which  he  who  adopted  you  has  com- 
manded a  nVd  and  eternal  filcnce. 

Enter  SIR  EDWARD  SPECIOUS. 

Sir  Ediv.  Ladies,  your  moft  obedient. — I  have 
the  honour  to  inform  you  that  Major  Tornado  is 
arrived  from  India. 

Mrs.  Aubr.  Arriv'd  !  Where  ?  Oh  !  let  us 
fly  to  meet  him. 

'Sir  Edw.  Nay ;  I'm  forry  to  add,  that  Mifs 
Oliva  has  offended  his  fitter,  and,  at  her  requeft, 
fhe  is  in/tantly  to  be  removed — 

Mrs.  Aulr.  Removed  !  Oh  !  ilanderous,  for- 
did, woman  !  'Tis  to  monopolize  her  brother's 
wealth  fhe  thus  defames  the  rival  that  fhe  dreads. 
I'll  confront  her  with  the  befl  of  proofs. — (taking 
Olivia's  hand)  That  look  of  artlefsnefs  and  truth, 
pppofed  to  her's  of  treachery  and  guile,  fhall 
flafh  convidion  on  his  mind,  and  innocence  fhall 
triumph.  Come  ! 

Sir  Edw.  You  are  wrong — leave  it  to  me — I 

have 
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have  fettled  with  the  Major,  and  (he  will   be  fent 
this  very  night,  to  a  friend's  houfe  of  mine. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Sir,  you  are  very  kind;  but  let  'em 
banifh  hertodiftant  climes,  I'm  alfo  banish'd;  for, 
but  with  life  I'll  leave  her. 

Sir  Edw.  Stop — one  word — \Jaking  her  afidi\ 
Are  you  -aware  that,  of  my  large  eftate,  this  houfe 
forms  part?  And,  as  my  Steward  tells  me,  there 
are  arrears  of  rent. — 

Mrs .  Aub.  Ha  !  do  you  menace  ? 

Sir  Edw.     Not  at    all:    Between    ourfelves,    I 

would    accommodate Befriend  my  fuit — be  a 

complying,  civil  Governefs,  and 

Mrs.  Aub.  Begone  !  at  prefent,  I  am  miftrefs 
of  this  houfe,  and,  not  me  alone,  you  miftake  your 
country,  if  you  think  there  lives  one  Guardian  of 
an  Engliih  feminary,  that  would  unite  with  liber- 
tines, like  you,  to  blaft  the  hopes  of  parent  and 
of  child— Begone  !  or  I'll  proclaim  you,  Sir. 

Sir  Edw,  And  who'll  believe  you  ;  he,  who, 
for  years,  has  courted  popularity,  by  public  acls  of 
fpirit  and  humanity,  can  laugh  at  private  malice, 
and  therefore,  be  prepared  for  a  moft  powerful 
and  deadly  foe.  \Gomg. 

Olivia.  Detain  him  !  make  friends  with  him  L 
I  tremble  at  his  threats  ! — Sir! 

Mrs.  Aub.  There  is  the  door,  fir.^ 

Sir  Edw.  Madam,  I  comprehend  you.  (to 
Olivia)  And  if  the  Major  fail  to  influence  this 
bufy  friend,  ftill  I'll  not  defpair ;  for  the  afpiring 
mind  yields  not  to  common  obftacles ;  but  in  a 
conteft,  glorious  as  the  prefent,  is  moft  determined 
where  'tis  moft  oppos'd.  Farewell !  and  truft  to 
thofe  who  are  your  real  friends. 

[Exit,  looking  at  Mrs.  Aubrey. 

Olivia.    Dear  Madam,  why  were  you  fo  ralh?— •. 
my  heart  forebodes 

Mrs.  Aub*     Fear  not,  but  away — Tho'  weakeft 

arm'd, 
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arm'd,  we  have  the  ftrongeft  caufe  ;  and  the  proud 
courage  of  the  virtuous  few  can  vanquifti  hofts  of 
braggards  fuch  as  thefc.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III.—  Outfide  of  Hotel—  (Sca-Jhore} 


a 


LANDLORD,  and  WAITER  from  the  HOTEL. 

Land.  Come,  buftle,  buftle !  for  fee  what 
crowds  of  carriages  are  pouring  down  the  hill — 
Look !  isn't  it  a  noble  fight  ?  chaifes,  fociables, 
phaetons,  curricles,  gigs,  whifkies,  tandems,  tax'd 
carts,  and  dog-carts — and  all — all  flocking  from 
the  races  at  the  next  town,  to  make  fport  for  Paul 
Pigeon,  and  the  Pelican. 

Waiter.  Ay;  but  have  they  cafh  to  pay  for  it  ? 
for,  of  many  that  went  from  this  town,  with  full 
pockets,  I'm  fure  mod  will  come  home  with  empty 
ones. 

Land,  And  fee  !  here's  one  already. — Here's 
honeft  Tom  Tackle — I  warrant  they've  ftript  him 
of  the  lad  feather,  and 

Enter  TOM  TACKLE. 

Well,  Tom,  racing  is  a  bad  bufinefs,  isn't  it  ? 
(Tom  croffes}  Why/  what's  the  matter  ?  Are  you, 
going  to  buy  a  rope  to  hang  yourfelf  ? 

Tom.  No ;  I'm  going  to  buy  one  of  thofe 
fmart  koind  of  dog-carts  yonder,  becaufe,  now  I've 
got  the  poney,-  why,  like  other  pups  of  fafhion,  I'll 
turn  coachy,  you  fee. 

Land.     Got  the  poney  ?  How  ! 

Tom. 
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Tom.  Why,  by  jockeyfhip  to  be  fure — Look  ! 
{Jhewing  a  pwfe  full  of  guineas}  He  !  he  !  he  1 
mother  only  made  me  a  lort  of  a  fimple  Tailor,  to 
be  fure  ;  but  then,  good  foul,  (he  alfo  made  me  a 
north  countryman — and  I  don't  think  (he  could 
have  done  more  for  me,  if  the'd  made  me  great 
Cream  of  Tartary — And  fo,  you  fee,  tho'  Mifs 
Fidget  were  the  favourite,  and,  all  hollow,  the  belt 
horfe,  yet  fomehow  I  found  the  blacklegs,  as  they 
call  'en;,  were  all  for  taking  the  long  odds  on 
Matter  Jacky ;  fo,  thinks  I,  I'd  better  be  for  Matter 
Jacky  and  Blacklegs  too;  and,  of  courfe,  you 
know,  we  won  ;  and  accordingly  I  went  up  to  your 
lords  and  baronets,  to  touch  my  winnings,  when, 
xvou'd  you  believe  it,  they  talk'd  of  fettling  with 
me  two  hundred  miles  off — at  one  Tatterfal's,  at 
Hyde  Park  Corner — "  But"  fays  I,  "  Gentlemen, 
I  hope  you  be  joking,  for  I  hate  to  feem  awkward 
or  unfashionable;  but,  if  you're  ferious,  I  muft 
really  horfewhip  you  all  round  the  race-courfe" — 
and  I  juft  gave  a  fmack  or  two,  and  here's  the 
prize-money.  He!  he!  he!  I  might  have  known 
it  all  along,  for  we  Jack  Tars  are  fure  to  win  it, 
ay,  tho'  the  odds  be  a  million  to  one  againft  us. 

Land.  So  you  are ;  but  then,  Tom,  to  be  fo 
"  rude  to  your  fuperiors. 

Tom.  Superiors!  blefs  ye,  there  be  no  fuch 
thuig  at  races,  or  any  kind  of  gambling.  (Landlord 
flares}  No;  betting  do  bring  on  fuch  a  fvveet  fa- 
miliarity, and  we,  fporting  gentlemen,  be  fomehow 
fo  all  on  a  footing,  that,  at  the  ordinary,  when 
Lord  Tiffany  propofed  a  maggot  race,  "  Done  TifFy" 
cried  I — And  when  fir  William  fvvore  he'd  win  all 
the  hearts  in  the  ball-room,  "  I'll  tell  you  what, 
Billy"  fays  I — "  I'll  make  love  for  a  hundred 
pounds  to  any  beauty  in  the  room,  and  make  it  play 
and  pay,  and  croffing  and  joftling,  juft  as  you  like*' 
and  then  they  all  laugh'd,  and  I  laugh;d  too — 

And, 
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And,  icod  !  T  only  wi(h  they  had  tried  me,  for,  at 
making  love-— making  punch— and  dancing  a  horn- 
pipe, Tom  aeainft  the  field,  boy  ! — But  now  for 
my  carriage  !  (tvkippmg) 

Land.  Stop ;  you  forgot  that  that's  Sir  Edward's 
yacht  ;  and  that  yon,  as  mafter  of  it • 

Tom.  No  ;  and  if  Ned,  that  is,  Sir  Edward,  do 
choofe  a  race  upon  the  water,  mind  if  I  don't 
jockey  fea-fharks  as  neatly  as  I  have  done  land 
ones. 

Voices  without.  Here — flop — draw  up  ! 

Tom.  There  they  are,  and  here  I  go  !  And,  I 
fay,  fhould  any  of  the  mod  genteel  and  tip  topped 
o'your  cuftomers,  like  a  game  at  Put,  or  Scratch, 
or  Sneezums,  or  Pope  Joan,  why,  you'll  fend  for 
me  to  mother's  cottage. — As  its  the  bed  way  to 
make  a  fortune,  fo  I'll  pufh  it,  whilo. fortune  be 
in  the  humour — I  fay  (holding  up  his  furfe}  Jack 
Tar,  North  Country,  and  Matter  Jacky,  again  (I 
the  field  !  he  !  he  !  he ! 

Land.  There  they  are  indeed  !  and  foremen:  in 
the  rank,  two  fuch  wealthy  looking  gentlemen, 
depping  out  of  their  own  poft  chaife  and  four-- 
Why, during  race-time,  fortune  feems  in  humour 
with  every  body  I  think. 

Enter  YOUNG  DORIC,  DORVILLE,  and 
POST-BOY. 

Y.  Doric.  Go,  mind  the  horfes,  fir.  [Exit  fay* 
And  mind,  I  fay  again — 'tis  fortune  has  undone 
me. 

Dor-v.  And  I  fay  again,  you're  ruin'd  by  feeing 
company. 

Land.  Oh  !  ruin'd,  are  they  ?  Now  I  look  at  'em 
again,  I  think  I  never  faw  two  more  vulgar,  (har- 
per-like— Tom,  we've  no  beds,  no — mum  ! 

[Exit  Tom  into  the  Hotel, 
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;     Doric.  There — you  fee — 

Y.Doric.  Be  quiet !  I'll  bring  you  thro' !  Land- 
lord, my  friend  here  will  want  tea  and  fupper, 
and  all  that — but,  for  myfelf,  my  food  is  love. — 
And  if  you  know  the  dear,  divine  Mifs  Olivia  Tor- 
nado, whom  I  faw  juft  now,  and  fought  for  on  the 
fei-fhore — Where  does  fhe  live?  Who  does  (he 
vifit  ?  At -what  parties  can  I  meet  her  ? 

Doris.  You  meet-  her  !  here's  affurance  again  ! 
Why,  who'll  invite  you  ? 

Y.  Doric.  Who  ?  Why,  the  greateft  perfon  in 
the  town — myfelf — I'll  invite  myfelf — and  I'm 
right — am  I  not,  old  Pelican  ? 

Land.  Certainly;  for,  perhaps  nobody  elfe  will 
invite  you. 

Y.  Doric.  How  ! 

Land.  Why,  look  ye,  when  gentlemen  of  for- 
tune and  refpe&ability  vilit  this  town,  the  town  vi- 
fits  them  ;  but  when  people  bring  with  them  nei- 
ther money  nor  manners,  why,  even  old  Pelican 
turns  his  back  upon  them.^ 

Y.  Doric.  Stop  !  in  your  inn  is  there  a  handfome 
ball-room  ? 

Land.  To  be  fure  there  is. 

F.  Done.  Then,  obferve — write  a  hundred  cards 
in  my  name  ;  in  the  name  of  Jack  I)oric,  of  Pic- 
cadilly, London,  and  invite  a  hundred  of  your  first 
neighbours  to  a  fplendid  ball  arid  fupper — and 
look,  here  area  hundred  refpeclable  gentlemen  to 
anfwer  for  it.  (Shews  a  note-cafe.) 

Land,.  So  there  are!  Oh,  your  honour,  a  thou- 
fand  pardons. 

.  Y.  Doric.  One  for  each  pound — a  hundred  will 
do. 

Don\  'Sdeath  !  what  madnefs  and  effrontery  I 
Nobody  knows  you,  and  of  courfe,  nobody  will  ac- 
cept your  invitation,  , 

¥.  Doric. 
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K  Doric.  Won't  they  ?  My  dear  fellow,  people 
think  (b  much  more  of  the  fupper,  than  they  do  of 
the  perfon  who  gives  it,  that  if,  by  miftake,  irtftead 
of  "Jack  Doric's,"  he  were  to  write,  "  Jack  Ketch's 
compliments,"  my  lifeon't,  there  woudn't  be  three 
excufes. — And  now  I'll  tell  you  both  a  fecret. 
Spunging  is  a  fneaking,  hacknied  art;  and,  in- 
ftead of  toiling  to  get  dinners,  always  try  to  give 
them. 

Land.  Give  dinners  ! 

Y.  Doric.  To  be  fure.  Let  every  body  fuppofe 
you  don't  want  money,  and  any  body  is  fo  ready 
to  lend  it  to  you,  that,  whilft  the  poor  and 
cringing  fpunge,  borrows  half-crowns  with  diffi- 
culty, he  who  gives  fumptuous  entertainments, 
confers  a  favour,  by  accepting  hundreds  ;  and,  as  a 
proof,  \_to  landlord]  George  talk'd  of  ruin,  and  you 
turn'd  your  back — I  give  a  fupper  and  its  "  Oh  ! 
your  honour,  and  a  thoufand  pardons." 

Land.  Gad  !  fo  it  is  :  and  I  can*t  help  laugh- 
ing at  the  world  and  myfelf  too. 

Y.  Doric.  No;  and,  were  my  motives  fordid, 
each  bottle  of  your  wine,  to-night,  fhould  yield  me 
twenty  times  your  profit :  but  'tis  from  love  I  act— 
I  would  be  known  and  notic'd  by  Olivia's  friends  ; 
— fo,  come,  I'll  help  you  to  make  out  the  cards ; 
(to  landlord,)  and  for  my  friend,  you,  George, 
prepare  the  paragraphs  and  puffs  :  for  Balls  are 
nothing  now,  'till  ftampt  by  newfpaper  report ; 
and  every  giver  of  a  fete  muft,  like  q uack  doctors, 
publifh  lifts  of  names,  to  fhew  they've  equal  cuftom 
and  repute. 

Dorv.  Stay  !  are  you  aware  that,  out  of  15,000/. 
earned  by  your  late  good  father,  as  an  architect, 
this  hundred  is  the  laft  ? 

I".  Doric.  I  am  ;  and  alfo  that  my  uncle  will 
diflolve  our  partnerfhip  ;  but,  if  I  fail,  I  only 
wrong  myfelf;  and  if  my  plan  fucceeds,  you  know 

£  2  my 
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rny  friend  fhall  fhare  in  my  fuccefs.  'Tis  my  laft 
flake,  and  by  heav'n  I'll  make  the  moil  of  it.  So, 
here  !  houfe  !  waiter  rooms,  -wine  and.  (upper  for  a 
hundred, 

\_Exeunt  into  the  Inn. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT  IL 


SCENE  I. — A  Room  injide  of  the  Hermitage.    Door 
in  the  hack  Scene. 

Mifs  Stoic  dif covered  fitting  with  a  Book  in  her  Hand, 

reading. 

Mifs  Stoic. 

<.(.  (~)H,  world,  world  !  but  that  thy  ftrange  mu- 
tations make  us  hate  thee,  life  would 
not  yield  to  age!"  Well,  well  !  So  long  milan- 
thropy  has  chill'd  my  foul,  fo  long  I've  fhunn'd 
life's  miferable  fcenes,  that  fometimes  I  prefer  to 
read  thofe  bards  that  point  its  bleffings  out.  Sterne, 
Congreve,  or  a  modern  German  play — oh,  had  I 
met  with  ibcial  minds  like  thefe — but  here's  my 
brother;  and  for  a  time  I  mud  aflume  the  love  of 
folitude  and  rural  peace, 

Enter  MAJOR  TOBNADO. 

Well,  fir,  I  hope  the  hour  of  reafon  has  arrived, 
and  that  you  own  your  error. 

Major.  I  do :  you  were  right,  Dorothy,  you  are 
always  right ;  but  when  I  abufed  a  country  life, 
I  little  thought  it  could  afford  fuch  pleafures. 

Mifs  Stoic,  (with  triumph]  Oh,  the  country  can 
afford  pleafures  then  ? 

ALijor.  Plenty!  'tis  the  place  of  all  others  for  an 
old  foldicr  to  retire  to;  for,  Til  tell  you — Sir  Ed- 
ward  look  nie  to  their  club,  to  their  arcadian  meet- 

ing 
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ing,  and,  upon  my  honour — that  is,  for  the  time  it 
lafted — I  don't  think  I  ever  faw  a  more  general  en- 
gagement, or  much  {harper  fighting. 

Mijs  Stoic.  Fighting ! 

Major.  Aye  :  vit  feems  there  are  three  parties  in 
this  vale  of  peace  and  innocence;  'Squire  Dobfon's 
party,  Vicar  Robfon's  party,  and  Apothecary  Hob- 
fon's  party  ;  and,  like  good  quiet  neighbours,  they 
have  been  all  in  Chancery  thefe  twelve  years,  about 
the  right  of  fHhing  in  a  gudgeon  ftream  ;  which 
ft  ream  proving  to  be  the  fame  I  tumbled  into1 
yefterday,  one  faid  I  might  at  any  time  fifli  and 
drow-n  myfelf  there  with  his  leave,  and  another 
faid  I  fhould  not  drown  myfelf  there  without  his 
leave,  till,  from  words,  thefe  rural  Yorks  and  Lan- 
cnftcrs  got  to  blows,  and  then — oh,  I  was  wrong 
lifter  ;  for  I  fee  now  there's  no  difference  between 
camps  and  country  towns,  except  that,  by  combat- 
ing for  kingdoms,  you  fometimes  gain  promotion, 
but,  by  fighting  for  gudgeons,  you  don't  even  get 
half-pay  for  your  fervices. 

M'ifs  Sfo'c.  For  fliame !  for  (hame  !  this  is  the 
fex  ;  this  is  your  boafted  male  fociety  !  Had  you 
kept  company  with  fuch  as  me  • 

Major.  What,  with  the  ladies  !  Oh  Lord,  their 
,  parties  run  ten  times -higher;  for  we  drank  tea  with 
the  Sheriff's  wife,  an  old  Ked  Role  dowager  ;  and 
her  oppofite  neighbour,  a  White  Rofe,having  lately 
built  a  new  bow-window  to  improve  her  profpect, 
curie  me  if  Mrs.  Sheriff  didn't  order  her  hufband  to 
erect  a  gallows,  and  hang  a  talK  highwayman  plump 
in  the  front  of  it.  It  .vill  do,  it  will  do  !  I  am  al- 
ready chuck-full  of  rural  ardour,  and  to-morrow  I 
fhall  have  more  of  it ;  for  Sir  Edward  Specious 
gives  a  grand  concert  to  both  armies,  and  has  ap- 
pointed me  generaliffimo. 

Mifs  Stoic.  You  ! 

Major. 
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Major.  Aye:  I  am  to  marfhal  out  the  rmific; 
reconnoitre  for  the  fingers,  and  manoeuvre  the 
band  :  and  I  know  what  I'm  about ;  for  inftead  of 
the  ruftic  carol,  and  the  fhepherd's  pipe,  they  (hall 
have  nothing  but  war's  alarms,  and  wind  inftru- 
ments.  And,  fee,  I'm  not  to  fparc  expence ;  no, 
he  has  given  me  thefe  two  hundred  pounds  (shew- 
ing bank- notes.} 

Mijs  Stoic.  Two  hundred  pounds  ! 

Mrs.  Aub.  (ivitkout)  Let  me  pfs  !  I  mufl.  and 
will  fee  him  ! 

Mifs  Stoic.  Heavens!  here's  infolence !  Mrs. 
Aubrey  ! 

Major.  What,  the  bad  governefs !  The — now 
we  fhall  hear —  rf 

-  Enter  Mrs.  AUBREY. 

Mrs.  Aiib.  Oh,  fir,  admit  Olivia  !  She  is  with- 
out, imploring  to'behold,  for  the  firft  time,  her 
friend,  her  fole  protector. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Then  there  let  her  ftay  :  I  wholly  in- 
fluence my  brother's  mind,  and — 

Miijor.  You  do,  filter;  and  think  you,  madam, 
(/o  Mrs.  Aubrey)  I  can  wifh  to  fee  one  fo  un- 
tutored and  ungrateful  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Ungrateful  !  Oh,  your  pardon,  fir ; 
but  the  inventor  of  a  flanderous  tale  is  fcarce 
more  criminal  than  he  who  wantonly  believes  it ; 
for  calumny  would  perifh  in  its  birth,  but  that  a 
credulous,  misjudging  world  rufh  forth  to  hail  and 
to  mature  it. 

Major.  Why,  that's  very  true,  indeed. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Judge  for  yourfelf  then,  fir,  and  oft 
you'll  find  that  from  fome  random  and  unmeaning 
caufe,  vice  gains  that  credit  which  virtue  would 
for  ever  lofe,  but  for  its  own  fuperior  triumph, 

Major. 
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Major.  True  again  :  for  whilft  our  old  colonel 
was  never  accufed  of  inebriety,  though  his  face  was 
the  herald  of  three  bottles  a  day  ;  yet,  becaufe  I 
once  in  my  life  quaffed  too  much  port,  the  whole 
regiment  raifed  the  cry  of4'  mad-dog,"  and  I  was 
nick-named  Major  Blgckftrap  ever  after.  So  let 
me  invefiigate 

Mrs.  Aub.  Oh,  I  will  fly— 

'  Mifs  Stoic.  Hold  !  (he  treads  not  on  this  hal- 
low'd  ground  !  ^..And  for  you,  brother,  dare  to  dif- 
pute  my  word  ;  ^id  on  fuch  poor,  fufpicious  evi- 
dence as  her's. 

Mrs.  Aub.  (with  pride)  Madam  ! 

Mijs  Stoic.  Aye  :  whence  came  you  ?  What's 
your  myfterious  fiory  ?  Why  conceal- — - 

Mrs.  Aub.  Conceal!  'Tis  known  that  years  ago 
I  came  as  governefs  10  Mrs.  Lorimer,  and  on  her 
death  was  her  fuccefibr.  What  more  (hould  I 
rpveal  ? 

Mifs  Stoic.  Only  why,  in  frantic  grief  you  have 
fo  often  proclaimed  yourfelf  a  guilty  wretch  ;  aye, 
and  at  Olivia's  fight,  have  bid  her  fhun  you  as  a 
peftilence,  a  fiend — (Mrs.  Aubrey  Jlie'ws  great  agi- 
tation)— Deny  it  not. 

Major.  How  !  Is  this  true  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  No— yes  :  pity  me,  fpare  me  ;  but, 
for  protecting  her— thus  let  me  kneel  and  biefs 
you ! 

Major.  What! 

Mrs.  Aub.  She  has  no  faults,  nor  have  I  one  t« 
her.  Oh  yes,  I  have— but  not  as  monitrefs  ;  for, 
fchooled  myfelf  in  error,  I  would  have  rather  died 
a  thoufand  deaths  than  not  have  profited  by  fuch 
example,  and  taught  Olivia  gratitude  and  truth. 

Major.  Enough — you  have  confirmed  my  lifter's 
ftofy  ;  guilty  yourfelf,  you  have  corrupted  her, 
and  Pve  for  ever  loft — Go,  leave  me  ! 

"ff/fr 
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Mifs  Stoic.  Stay — I  infift  Olivia  is  removed  to- 
night. 

Major.  She  (hall. 

Mrs.  Aulr.  Where  ?  not  to  Sir  Edward's  !  You 
cannot — will  not — 

(Major  points  towards  the  door) 
What !  you  perfift !  Well,  Jet  me  go  : — But,  till 
Olivia  (hall  herfelf  confent;  to  be  the  facrifice  of 
art  and  falfehood,  I  will,  alone,  be  furety  for 
her  honour — Farewel  !  once  more  my  bleflings 
wait  you  (kijjing  his  hand)  ;  and,  did  you  know  the 
fecret  motives  that  direct  me — 

Major.  Relate  them  now. 

M,s.  Aub.  Never ;  they  would  complete  Oli- 
via's ruin.  And  yet  I  hope  the  eventful  hour  will 
come,  when  a  poor  orphan,  long  from  its  kindred 
branches  torn,  (hall,  in  defiance  of  the  withering 
ftorm,  ftill  grow  and  flourifh  in  its  native  foil. 

[Exit. 

Major.  Now  this  I  call^  a  very  odd  woman — a 
very  odd  woman  indeed  !  and  what  with  one  kind 
of  rural  felicity  and  another,  I'm  dl  over  in  a  fort 
of  charming  conflagration.  Poor  girl  !  poor  Olivia! 
I  fay.  fifter,  'tis  luckyl  never  faw  her. 

Mifs  Stoic.  It  is :  nor  had  you  feen  this  artful 
governefs,  but  for  my  fcnfelefs  fervant — .He  knows 
that  none  of  human  form  gain  entrance  in  this  calm 
abode. 

Enter  OLD  NICHOLAS,  hajlily. 

Nich.  Lord,  ma'am  !  I'm  fo  flurried  !  Here's  a 
fervant  from  one  Mr.  Jack  Doric,  of  Piccadilly, 
London ;  and  he  infifts  on  your  company  this 
evening  to  a  ball  at  the  hotel. 

Mifs  Stoic.  My  company  ! 

Ntch.  Ay  :  and  yours  allb,  Major — here  arc  the 
cards. 

Mijs  Stoic.  I  (hall  run  wild.  Brother,  go  forth 

yourfelf, 
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yourfelf,  and  filence  thefe  invaders,  whilft  I  feclude 
myfelf  in  my  recefs. 

Major.  Do  ;  retire  to  your  fanclum  fanclorum. 
[Exit  Mifs  Stoic  at  a  door  in  backfcene. 
I'll  lecture  them  !   I'll  teach  them   to  difturb  this 
facred,  folitary: — Shew  me  to  thisfervant,  Sir. 

Nich.  What  for,  fir  ?  Sure  you  don't  mean  to 
go? 

Major.  Go ! — any  where — every  where — and  tho* 
I  don't  know  this  Mr.  Doric,  of  courfe  he  knows 
me  ;  or,  if  he  don't,  'tis  the  more  civil  of  him  to 
.  ailc  me — and  with  his  ball,  Sir  Edward's  concert, 
and  the  Yorks  and  Lancafters,  I  may  forget  Olivia 
— No,  never — my  memory — that  helps  me  where 
I  owe  a  favour,  fo  fails  me  at  an  injury,  that  I  for- 
give, and  can't  help  glorying  in  my  weaknefs. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  \\.-A  Road. 

Enter  DORVILLE. 

Dorv.  So — as  I  thought— none  yet  have  no- 
ticed Jack's  mad  cards  of  invitation  ;  and  I've  no 
liop'e  but  one — the  letter  which,  unknown  to  him, 
1  fent  his  uncle  yefterday,  ftating  his  love  of  ftudy 
and  improvement.  Should  this  regain  his  worthy 
partner's  friendfhip,  mine  will  be  well  rewarded. 

Enter  YOUNG  DORIC. 

'  YI  Doric.  Joy,  joy,  my  boy!  I  have  again  held 
converfc  with  Olivia,  met  her  this  moment  with 
her  governefs — and,  what  do  you  think  ?  they 
come — bolh  come 

Drjrv.   What!   to  the  bnll  ? 
7.  Doric.  Ay  :  they   refus'd   at   firft  ;  but  when 
they  favv,  amongft    my  lift  .of  vifitors,  Major  Tor- 
uada's  name.,- they  told  me  fuch  a  long -affecting 
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tale  of  him,  his  fifter,  and  Sir  Edward  Specious, 
that  'twas  refolved  to  meet  him  at  my  ball  ;  and  if 
it  faves  Olivia  from  the  fnares  of  villains,  this,  my 
laft  hundred,  (hall  afford  me  more  pure  fubftantial 
joy,  than  all  my  former  thoufands  yielded. 

Dor-v.  Granted  :  but  fuppofe  the  Major  don't 
come,  or,  what  is  \yorfe,  fuppofe  nobody  comes. 

Y.  Doric.  Ay  :  there's  the  rub. 
-  »  (Holds  down  hit  head.) 

Doru.  What !  you  begin  to  be  alarmed  ? 

Y.  Doric.  Not  for  myfclf,  but  for  Olivia  and  her 
friend — their  fate  depends  on  my  fuccefs,  and  not 
one  anfwcryct — nonenibblingat  thebait! — Zounds! 
is  credulity  confined  to  cities  !  and  here,  where  air 
encreafcs  appetite,  fhall  fuppers  go  uneaten  ? 

Dorv.  Pooh  !  nonfenfe !  in  London,  you  are 
known. 

Y.  Doric.  So  I  am  every  where.  A  common 
fwindlcr  might  expect  no  guefts — but,  fam'd  Jack 
Doric!  on  whofegala  nights,  all  Bond-ftreet,  and  all 
Bow-ftrcet  are  let  loofe,  and  who  fo  occupies  both 
town  and  country  talk,  that,  even  fcandal  muft 
give  any  to  my  chalked  floors,  hot  fuppers,  and  hot 
rooms — and,  (hall  not  bumpkins  bite  ?  Now  when 
two  helplefs  women  reft  their  hopes — 

Enter  Servant. 

Well,  fir,  what  news  ?  What  has  detained  you  ? 

Serv.  Lord,  fir,  confider — I've  had  to  deliver  a 
hundred  cards  of  invitation,  and  wait  for  almoft  as 
many  anfwers. 

Y.  Doric.  Where  are  they  then  ?  (fnalches  them 
out  of  his  hand}  Now  be  propitious  for  Olivia's 
fake  :  (reads  the  cards)  "  Mrs.  Squeeze's  compli- 
"  ments,  comes — Rev.  Tim  Tantrum's  compli- 
"  ments,  comes — Doclor  and  Mrs.  Tarradiddle's 
compliments — bring  with  them  their  town  vifi- 
tors,  Alderman  Cram,  a  Dutch  Commiffioner,  and 
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two  gentlemen  from  the  Victualling  Office."  Era- 
vo  !  they  bite — >and  if  they  come  in  crowds,  why, 
'tis  the  London  mode  ;  for,  when  the  gala  fealon 
once  fets  in,  they  flock,  like  geefe,  and  cackle  for 
their  fupper!  Ah,  but  "the  Major — What  lays 
Olivia's  benefactor  ! 

Serv.  Oh,  fir  !  he  is  fo  eager,  and  fo  pless'd, 
that  he  is  gone  to  the  ball-room  already. 

[Exit  Servant. 

Y.  Doric  There,  George  I'what  lay  you  to  rny 
fyftcm  now  ?  Had  I  gone  cringing  to  the  Major*! 
door,  would  it  have  ferved  Olivia  ? — Rut  back'd  by 
balls,  and  fuch  a  ho  ft  of  guefb,  may  1  not  hope  to 
afk  him  to  a  wedding  ftipper  next  !  At  id  then,  no 
longer  will  I  fend  out  cards  of  invitation,  with. the 
words,  "  at  home  ;" — but,  gro-.vn  domeftic,  I 
(tall  advertifc,  that  I  am  "  out/'  the  whole  year 
round. 

Enter  ilie  Delinquent, 

Delin.  Your  pardon,  fir;  but,  if  your  npme  be 
Doric  (to  DofuiHi). 

Y.  Doric.  I,  iir — I  am  that  happy  gentleman, 

Delin,  One  word  in  private,  then. 

[  Young  Doric  beckons  Dwvilh  to  retire, 
Your  name's  familiar  to  my  memory, — and,  when 
1  read  it  on  the  curd  you  fent  Sir  EC} ward  Spe*- 
cious 

Y.  Doric.  My  card  !  what,  you're  left  out  '  My 
dear  fir,  if  I  had  room,  Fd  afk  all  Europe  ;  but  at 
this  rate,  I  ("han't  get  in  myfelf. 

Deliti.  Sir,  you  miftake — feeing  your  name,  I 
merely  came  to  afk  if  you  ever  heard  of  one  Sir 
Arthur  Courcy. 

Y.  Doric.  Oh  !  is  that  all  ?  Courcy  ? 

Dclin.  Ay;  of  Rowland  Caftle,  in  Northum- 
berland ;  he,  who  fled  for  debt. 
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T.  Done.  Debt !  no — (confidering) — yes — didn't 
my  uncle,  Mr.  Doric,  rebuild  the  caftle,  by  his 
orders  ? 

Delin.  He  did  :  fpeak  quickly — do  you  know 
lir  Arthur's  pirfon  ? 

Y.  Done.  No 

Delin.  Sure  !  are  you  quite  fure  ? 

Y.  Doric.  Quite,  or  if  I  did,  and  his  diftrefs 
proceeded  from  misfortune,  do  you  fufpecl  that 
I'd  betray  him?  No;  rather  I'd  invite  him  to  my 
ball,  and,  fcorning  modern  oftentatioqs  fhew,  re- 
vive that  anticnt  Englifh  hofpitality,  that  checr'd 
the  wretched,  and  upheld  the  poor. 

Delin.  Would  you  !  I  knew  him  well  (flaking 
Young  Doric  s  hand  •violently). 

Y.  Doric.  Indeed  ! 

Delin.     And  on  fome  future  day   perhaps 

where,  where  can   he  repay   thofe   thanks  I  offer 
now  ? 

Y.  Doric.  There — (taking  a  card  out  r/f  his 
•pocket).  And,  for  yourfelf,  pray  join  us  at  the  ball, 
• — You'll  fee,  at  leaft,  one  object  worth  the  feeking 
— the  lovely  Mifs  Tornado. 

Delin.  Mifs  Tornado!  What!  (having  the 
pocket-book  open  in  his  hand,  lo  place  the.  card  in  it.) 

Y.  Doric.  Ay  :  attended  by  her  kiaJ,  her  worthy 
governefs. 

Delin.  Worthy  !  (trembling,  and  in  his  agita- 
tion, letting  a  letter  drop  from  his  pocket-book,  un~ 
feen  by  him].  You're  deceived — fhc  is  moitguilry — 
and,  not  to  part  her  from  her  lovely  charge,  by 
any  means  however  (kfperate — (Y.  Doric  appeals) 
yet  if  (he's  innocent,  the  deed  will  drive  me  mad. 
— Oh!  that  I  were  already  fo — then  might  I  plead 
infanity  for  pardon  ;  for  none  but  madmen  would 
forfake  that  peace,  which  virtue  yields — prefervc 
it — cling  to  it — fortified  with  that,  you  boaft  a 
bulwark  may  defy  the  world  !  [Exit. 
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Y.  Doric.  Now,  is  this  an  old  complaint,  or 
denly  brought  on  from  my  not  aiking  him  to 
fupper.  ,  I'll  go,  and-— (treads  on  letter)  Oh  ho  ! 
this  may  explain,  perhaps — liften,  (reads)  "  Where 
have  you  been  loitering  ?  I  have  kept  Major  Tor- 
nado out  of  the  way,  by  employing  him  to  provide 
fingers  at  a  great  expence  for  my  concert :  and, 
by  the  enclofed  alignment  to  you,  of  Mrs.  Au- 
brey's houfe,  you  may  keep  her  out  of  the  way, 
by  arrefting  her  directly  in  your  own  name,  for 
the  40/.  due  for  rent. — Proceed  in  this,  whilft  I 
proceed  to  bear  away  her  pupil — Edward  Speci- 
ous"— So  !  a  moft  lively  town — and  I  (hall  have 
a  goodly  company.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Dor.  What  indeed! 

Y.  Doric.  You've  not  a  guinea  to  difcharge  the 
debt,  and  my  laft  fhillingmuft  difcharge  the  bill— - 
but  come — 'ere  this,  the  ball's  begun,  and  fhould 
it  crofs  Sir  Edward  in  his  plots,  and  this  poor  tenant 
be  releas'd  from  bondage,  let  the  floor  crack  with 
crowds  of  company — His  is  the  genuine  focial  plan, 
who  cheers  the  men  and  makes  the  women  happy. 


SCENE  ill.— Ball— -Anti- Chamber.—  Music. 
Enter  MAJOR.  TORNADO. 

Major.  So! — hard  at  it  again. — The  Yorkl 
and  Lancafters  haver  been  drawn  o.tit  in  regular 
line  of  battle,  and  to  decide  ! — Who  fhould  lead 
down  firft  couple  ! — They  all  called  for  the  court 
calendar,  but  that  not  having  the  honour  of  know- 
ing  any  of  them,  "  Molly  put  the  kettle  on,"  cried 
J,  and  looking  tierce,  and.  handing  out  a  fweet, 
interefting  partner,  they  all  grounded  their  anus 
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and  tript  after  me,  like  fo  many  prifoners  of  war. 
Bat  w here's  Mr.  Doric,  and,  who  the  deuce  is  he  ? 
Nobody  feems  to  know  him  ;  but,  they  fay,  that's 
nothing  ;  and.  for  my  part,  I  like  this  new  ac- 
quaintance f)ftem  as  well  as  any  of  them  ;  for  if 
a  man  oply  visits  friends,  egad  !  he  won't  be  afk'd 
out  twice  a  year.  (Mufic  repeated.)  , 

YOUNG  DORIC  n  fcen  receiving  thcfalu* 
tativns  of  the  company  in  the  recefs. 
That's  him  !  ahem  !  (pulling  out  his  chitterlin,  &c.) 
I  muftn't  be  behind  hand,  for  I'll  confult  him  on 
Sir  Edward's  concert — alk  him  for  lingers  and 
muficians. 

Y.  Doric    (advancing).      Major    Tornado,    I'm 
inform'd  (taking  his  hand}.     Nothing   unpleafant, 
I  hope,  has  fo  long  detained  you. 
Major.     Sir !  (bowing) 

Y.  Doric,  Detain'd  J  Oh  !  no — I  ftaid  away  on 
parpofe.  We  never  arrive,  now,  'till  an  hour 
after  our  company ;  and  generally  go  to  another 
party  and  leave  them  ;  for,  you  don't  come  to  fee 
me,  you  know,  nor  I  to  fee  you — but,  you  come 
—you — pray,  why  do  you  come  ? 

Major.      Why,   be upon    my   foul,  I   can 

hardly  tell  you. 

Y.  Doric.  No  !  and  therefore  to  relieve  both 
hoft  and  viiitor,  why  not  the  plan  that  I  propofe  ? 
Why  not  thefe  great  confectioners  and  cooks,  pre- 
pare the  company,  as  well  as  the  provilions. 
Major.  Prepare  the  company. 
Y.  Doric.  Ay  ;  isn't  it  as  eafy  to  make  a  little 
Lord  as  a  large  trifle  !  a  woman  of  fafhion,  as 
a  whipt  fyllabub  ?  or  a  purfe- proud  citizen,  as 
calf's-foot  jelly  ?  And  then,  Major,  we  fhould 
have  the  bed  of  parties  on  the  bcft  of  terms  ;  for 
they'd  eat  no  Tapper,  talk  no  nonfcnfe,  and  be 
taken  o if  with  the  fragments. 

Major. 
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Major.  You f are  the  very  man  I  want.  Sir, 
can  you  help  me  to  conduct  a  concert  ? 

Y.  Doric.     To  be  fure  I  can. 

Major.  To-morrow,  at  Sir  Edward  Specious's 
boufe,  and,  between  ourfelves,  we've  not  one 
finger  yet  :  but,  as  director,  I'm  empowered 
to  life  all  thefe  bank  notes  :  look  !  to  the  beft  ad- 
vantage (Jhewing  them). 

Y.  Done.     And  Sir  Edward  wants  fingers  ? 

Major.     He  does  indeed  ! 

Y.  Doric.  And  that's  to  pay  for  them  ?  (Major 
nods  affent)  Then,  in  the  next  room  there  is  a  lady 
with  the  clearcft  and  divineft  tones!  bat,  by  this 
letter,  which  1  found,  a  favage  landlord,  for  a  debt 
of  forty  pounds,  'now  waits  to  cage  the  warbling 
bird.  But  pay  the  rafcal  with  Sir  Edward's  money, 
and  he  himself  (hall,  late  or  early,  own,  that  you 
have  ufed  it  to  the  beft  advantage. 

Major.  So  he  will. — Here,  afk  the  lady  to 
give  her  notes,  and  thus  I  give  Sir  Edward's — 
Yet,  hold !  this  savage  landlord  fhould  not  gain 
his  point. 

Y.  Done.  No,  he  wont :  for,  hark  ye !  he  ar- 
reft's  her  to — (whifpering  and  laughing) — He !  he  ! 
and,  better  ftill — her  name  is  Aubrey. 

Ma  for.     Aubrey  !  what  Aubrey  ? 

Y.  Doric.  Oh  !  he  has  heard  her  voice  before, 
but  not  to  such  a  tune  as  this — So,  whilft  you 
live,  fee  company,  Major  j  for,  at  the  rate  of  forty 
pounds  a  head,  you'll  soon  grow  rich  by  hofpi- 
tality — and,  for  Sir  Edward,  tell  him,  the  next 
time  the  fchool  is  in  arrears,  he  had  beft  make^ 
it  help  his  education,  by  taking  it  in  Icfibns, — ha  V 
ha. — You've  ufed  his  money  to  the  beft  advantage! 
(Smach  him  on  tie  back.)  [Exit* 

Major.  What!  what,    Mrs.  Aubrey?     Surely, 
t  Olivia's  govcrnefs !    Yet,  now  1  recollect,  my 

fitter 
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fitter   faid Blefs   my  foul !  there's  no  end  to 

rural  diverfion  !  and,  haply,  whilft  purfuing  that, 
I  have  forgot  the  beft  diverfion  life  affords — that 
of  affifting  the  unfortunate. — Poor,  poor  Olivia ! 
Zounds  !  if  I'm  duped — (going) 

OLIVIA  appear*. 

Oh  !  here's  my  partner  ! — the  unknown  lady,  that 
I  danc'd  with. — Tfha  !  I've  no  fpirits  now. 

Enter  OLIVIA. 

Olivia.  So  !  I've  found  you,  fir,  at  laft — Upon 
my  word,  a  very  truant  gentleman  !  to  leave  your 
partner  flaring  round  the  room — Pray,  fir,  do  you 
mean  to  dance  again  ? 

Major.     No,  madam  ;  I — 

Olivia.  No  !  I  wifh  you  had  told  me  fo  an 
hour  ago  j  for  I've  refufcd  a  dozen  gay,  young, — 
but,  then,  perhaps,  they'll  never  think  of  me  again 
— and,  fomehow,  you — come,— come, — go  with 
me. 

Major  (turning  away).     I  cannot. 

Olivia.  Dear!  (looking  in  his  face)  How  you're 
altered  ! — You  looked  as  cheerful,  and  as  pleafed — 

Major  (taking  her  hand).  Farewell!  and,  unlike 
her  who  occupies  my  thoughts,  may  you  ne'er 
meet  a  parents,  or  protector's  cold  negledl ! 

Olivia  (burning into  tears).  Parents!  alas!  you've 
touched  upon  the  firing  — 

Major.  In  tears  !  what !  they're  no  more  ? 
'Olivia.  I  know  not ;  but  he,  who  for  years 
fupplicd  to  me  their  lofs, — he,  who  engroifed  my 
blefling  and  my  prayers,  hns  liftened  to  abafe,  ca- 
li^mnious  tale,  and  caft  me  on  the  world,  the 
wretched  orphan  that  he  found  me. 

Major.     Orphan  !  , 

Olivia.  He  has!  he  has; —  but  his  part  kind- 
ncfs  ftill  rufhes  on  Olivia's  memory,  and  her  over- 

c  flowing 
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flowing  heart  (falling  at  his  feet)  thus,  thus  poors 
forth  its  gratitude  and  love. 

Major  (hying  to  raife  £<?r).Olivia  ! — come  to  your 
protector's  arms!  (embracing  her) 

Olivia.     My  more  than  parent — my  benefactor. 

Major.     My  bleffings  on  th6e  ! 

Enter  immediately  from  the  backfceney  Young  Doric 
and  Mrs.  Aubrey. 

Y.  Doric.  And  mine  !  and  this  wrongM  lady's 
on  you  both — and,  henceforth,  if  I  can  but  raife 
one  guinea  in  the  world,  I'll  give  a  little  party 
to  fome  friends,  juft  for  the  chance  of  a  deffert 
like  this. 

Olivia  (flying  to  Mrs.  Aubrey).  Oh  !  Mrs.  Au- 
brey !  you,  who  have  fhared,  and  oft  outfiml'd  my 
forrows,  does  this  (kiffing  the  Majors  hand)  does 
this  repay  you  ? 

Mrs.  Idubrey.  Mod  amply ;  and  now,  if  we 
are  doomed  to  part— - 

Major.  Part !  ihew  me  who  dare  propofe  it. 
Shew  me  another  villain  like  Sir  Edward 

Y.  Doric.  And  I'll  pay  him  with  his  own  bank- 
notes—  Major,  the  debt's  difcbarged. 

Major.  Well,  well ;  of  him  I  think  not — let 
us  this  inftant  to  the  Hermitage  ;  for  I  am  fure  my 
lifter  is  as  much  impofed  on  as  myfclf ;  and  her 
•  fecluded  life  pleads  fome  excufe  ;  but  I — I  to 
quarrel,  and  offend — 'tis  the  air,  'tis  the  country 
air — I've  caught  the  breezes  of  the  Yorks  and  Lan- 
cafters,  and  they  have  blown  me  top-fide  down — 
But  here's  my  haven  and  my  hope — come,  come  ! 

Mrs.  Aubrey  (curtfying  to  Y.  Doric).  Sir,  Pve 
to  thank  you  for  your  kindnefs. 

Olivia  (curtfying).    And  I  once  more,  fir. — 

Y.  Doric.  And  I'm  fure  I've  to  thank  you,  la- 
dies ;  for  never  felt  I  rapture  like  the  prefcnt  ; 

(ladies 
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(ladies  and  gentlemen  crofs  the  Jt age]  and  fince  the 
trade's  fo  pleafant  and  productive,  fhould  I  again 
turn  dealer  in  fuch  merchandize — (joints  to  ball- 
room). \ 

Major.     Oh  !   we'll,  we'll  be  your  cuftomers. 

Y.  Doric.  Indeed  !  then  I'll  this  moment  to 
my  guefts,  and  boldly  alk  them  to  a  concert  next. 
— To-morrow,  Major,  we'll  oppofe  Sir  Edward  ; 
and  if  you'll  join  in  the  direction,  his  (hall  con- 
clude in  a  difcordant  folo. 

Major.  Ours  in  full  chorus  of  harmonious  joy. 

[Exeunt. 


END  OP  THE  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT  in: 

SCENE  1— Qutfide  of  the  Hermitage. 

Enter  Miss  STOIC  and  NICHOLAS  from  Hermitage, 

Mifs  Stoic. 

DOLT!  dotard!  to  fend  away  Sir  Edward 
Specious*  fervant — Go — call  him  back  di- 
rectly. 

Nich.  Lord,  ma'am,  what  can  I  do  ?  You  abufe 
me  for  admitting  Mrs.  Aubrey  in  the  morning, 
and  then  the  major  brings  her  home  at  night. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Ay  ;  and  Olivia  with  her  ;  and 
therefore  Sir  Edward  is  the  very  perfon  I  would 
hear  from.  Away !  [Exit  Nicholas. 

Olivia's  innocence  confirmed,  I  cannot  turn  her 
from  my  door,  but,  like  my  brother,  muft  con- 
fefs  I've  been  impos'd  on  by  a  flanderous  world ! 

Re-enter  NICHOLAS,  with  SIR  EDWARD'S  Servant. 

Ser.  From  sir  Edward  Specious,  Madam,  (giv- 
ing her  a  letter.) 

Mifs  Stoic.  Now,  then!  (reads)  "  As  I  muft  not 
have  the  pleafure  of  feeing  you,  owing  to  your 
folitary  life,  I  write  to  fay,  I  have  been  deprived 
of  Mifs  Olivia's  hand  and  heart  by  the  malignity 
of  her  artful  Governefs;  but  with  your  kind  af- 
fiftance,  I  flill  hope  to  call  her  Lady  Specious." — 
With  my  affiftance!  Oh!  I  underftand — and  he 
flian't  want  an  opportunity — Fil  fend  an  anfwer 
in  an  hour,  and  till  then,  let  calm  philofophy  com- 
pofe  his  mind  ;  (Exit  Servant)  for,  as  the  antient 
Bard  exprefles  it,  "  Man's  but  a  vapour,  and  full 
of  woes — juft  cuts  a  caper,  and  down  he  goes." 

Enter, 
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Enter,  haftily,from  the  Houfe,  MAJOR  TORNADO. 

Major.  Help,  Sifter!  help  to  relieve  the  garri- 
fon,  or  it  will  furrender  at  difcretion;  for  there's 
Olivia  has  been  ftorming  it  with  fuch  a  volley  of 
interrogatories. 

Mifs  Stoic.  What  interrogatories  ? 

Major.  Why, poor7 girl!  fuch  as,  Why  I  adopted 
her  without  feeing  her — why  I  concealed  from  her 
her  parents'  names — and  I  can't  ftand  it — I  can 
march  up,likeahero,to  the  mouth  of  a  lighted  can- 
non, but  the  voice  of  a  fupplicating  woman  ! — Do 
you  know,  becaufe  I  named  Lord  Danvers  with 
unufual  feeling,  £he  fnatched  his  picture  from  met. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Lord  Danvers'  picture? 

Major.  Ay  :  and  I  can't  get  it  back  again ;  but 
I  hope — Zounds!  I  don't  know  what  I  hope. — 
Sifter,  befriend  me,  tell  her  at  once  my  facred 
promife  to  Lord  Danvers. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Your  facred  promife  ! 

Major.  Ay  :  to  her  former  benefactor — to  that 
gallant  friend,  who,  wounded  in  his  country's 
caufe,  and  dying  upon  India's  plains,  implored  me 
to  protecl  his  infant  charge — "  Take  her,"  he  cried, 
"  and,  to  fecure  her  from  her  parents'  power, 
fwear  never  to  reveal  their  names,  but  call  her 
by  your  own!"  I  prefled  his  hand  in  token  of 
compliance;  he  told  me  more  of  the  difaftrous 
tale,  and,  blefling  me.  expired — Impart  thus  much, 
and  pity  for  us  both  will  teach  her  to  be  filent. 

Mifs  Stoic.  And  if  pity  don't,  philofophy  will ; 
for  fhe  fliall  copy  my  fuperior  mind,  and  fmile  at 
this  world's  vain  purfuits.  — Brother,  'tis  done, 
(going) 

Major.  Thanks,  thanks ! — Be  careful  though, 
hint  not  Lord  Danvers  was  her  grandfather,  but 

fay 
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fay  that  he  adopted  her, % like  me,  from  motives  of 
humanity. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Think  you  I'll  help  her  to  unfold  the 
names  of  parents  who  fo  wrong' d  her  ?  No ;  I 
have  hitherto,  myfelf,  neglected  her,  and  therefore 
fliall  atone  by  tender,  fifterly  and  philanthropic 
care. 

Major.  What  a  pair  of  treafures !  (kiffing  her 
hand)  f_Exit  Mils  Stoic. 

Blefs  my  foul!  I'm  fo  agitated,  and  fo  happy — I'll 
build  my  cottage  this  moment — I'll  turn  country 
gentleman  for  life,  and,  with  dear  Olivia,  a 
hufband  for  her  like  Mr.  Doric,  a  young  family, 
a  pack  of  hounds — Yorks,  Lancafters,  and  a  large 
farm  in  my  own  hands,  I'll  bring  rural  tactics  to 
fiich  perfection,  that  retired  brother-officers  {hall 
fay,  Gibraltar  befieg'd  is  dull  to  my  modern  cottage. 

0.  Doric,  (without)  Very  glad  to  fee  you  indeed, 
old  boy — and  that's  the  houfe  of  the  old  Her- 
mitefs,  is  it  ? 

Major.  How  now !  old  Hermitefs  !  More  agita- 
tion !  oh  ho  !  (retires) 

Enter  Old  Doric  and  Tradelove. 

Tradel.  Your  hand  again,  old  fchoolfellow ! 
What,  fo  you  came  here  for  amufement,  I  fup- 
pofe  ? 

0.  Doric.  Quite  the  contrary — came  on  bufi- 
nefs — call'd  fuddenly  from  London  to  Somerfet- 
fliire — met  Bob  Smalltalk  at  Briftol— know  Bob 
Smalltalk  of  your  town  ?  Got  into  goflip — told 
me  of  all  your  new  building-jobs — new  town-hall, 
bridge,  family-feats — fo  being  only  forty  miles  off, 
rode  poft-hafte  on  fpeculation,  and,  except  horfe 
bolting  after  fox-chafe,  and  pitching  me  fpom  one 
county  to  another 

Trade/,  Indeed! — why  'slife!  were  you,  much 
hurt? 

0.  Doric, 
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O.Doric.  No;  quite  the  contrary.  And  now 
I'm  here,  mean  to  take  one  George  Dorville  by 
furprife;  and,  over  a  bottle,  thank  him  for  the  ac- 
count of  Jack's  reformation,  (producing  a  letter) 
Harkye,  another  Inigo  Jones — going  to  town  to 
turn  active  partner — and  would  fooncr — but  bad 

company- miftook,   and  went  to  weft  end  of 

town ;  when,   notorious   now,  fafliionable  people 
all  come  into  the  city. 

Tradel.  What!  to  pay  money  into  their  bank- 
ers' hands? 

O.  Doric.  Quite  the  contrary;  to  borrow  money 
of  their  bankers — and  where  one  fmart  equipage 
jogs  down  St.  James's-ftreet,  twenty  rattle  up 
Ludgat,e-hill — But  time's  precious  ;  muft  make  in- 
tereft  'gainft  my  rival  architects — fo,  mum ! — firft 
canvafs  Nick's  old  fweetheart  here. 

Major,  (behind)  Nick's  old  fweetheart! 
0.  Doric.  And  mine  alfo,  ha !  ha !    We  were  the 
honest  men  long  fearched  for  in  the  dark  by  old 
Diogenes  the  fecond. 

Major,    (advancing)    Sir,    anfwer    me — Who 
the  devil  do  you  call  old  Diogenes  the  fecond? 
0.  Doric.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir? 
Major.  Every  thing,  fir  :  and  I  infift  you  own 
this  lady's  hatred  to  the  world  proceeded   folely 
from  her  hatred  to  its  vices  (pointing  to  the  Her- 
mitage.} 

O.  Doric.  No :  quite  the  contrary. 
Major.  What ! 

0.  Doric.  Why,  don't  I  know  ?  Didn't  me 
write  red-hot  love-verfes  in  the  newfpapers,  under 
the  fignature  of  Laura  Seraphina  ;  and  didn't  my 
friend,  Ned  Nick,  the  attorney,  anfwer  them  by 
the  name  of  Rolando  Furiofo  ?  And  didn't  the 
prefs  groan  for  months  with  "  Feelings  amaran- 
thine !  Chains  adamantine !  and  bleeding  hearts 
panting  r" 

.   Major. 
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Major-  What  then,  fir  ? 

0.  Doric.  Why,  then  didn't  Furiofo,  that  is, 
Nick,  the  lawyer,  work  himfelf  into  fuch  a  real 
paffion  for  his  unknown  Seraphina,  that  is,  Do- 
rothy, the  fpinfter, — that,  after  chafing  the  incog- 
nita through  fylvan  vallies,  and  thro'  flowery 
meads,  he  at  laft  found  her  in  the  dark  alcoves 
of  Crutched  Friars  ;  and,  alas  !  inftead  of  the  ro- 
feate  youth,  and  dazzling  fmiles  the  glowing  poet 
fancied,  he  faw  fuch  wrinkles,  and  fuch  wizen 

looks,  that,  to  confole  his  heart's  despair,  he 

Major.  He  what,  fir  ? 

0.  Doric.  Why,  he  charg'd  her  6s.  and  8d.  for 
every  ftanza,  and  fent  Seraphina  a  bill  of  cofts,  as 
long  as  his  own  face  !  and  then  I  went  between 
'em,  as  their  modern,  mutual  friend — and  being, 
as  you  fee,  a  fort  of  lady's  man,  fhe  forced  me  to 
reject  her  too,  and  then,  like  all  philofophers,  fhe 
left  the  world,  becaufe  the  world  left  her  ;  but  I 
can  make  her  think  it  ftill  a  paradife — and  the 
reward  I  afk — hark  ye!  (pulling  Major  towards  him) 
is  to  be  architect  to  her  old  fiery,  bully-loving 
brother. 

Major.  What  old  fiery,  bully -loving 

0.  Doric.  Why,  he  from  India  ;  and  he  muft 
comply  j  for  the  poor  nabob's  Seraphina's  pi- 
geon. 

Major.  Very  likely,  (putting  on  his  hat  fiercely) 

But  he's  not  your's — a   fiery,  bully-loving • 

dare  you,  to  my  face,  repeat  that  ? 

0.  Doric.  No  j  quite  the  contrary,  (in  great 
alarm) 

Major.  'Tis  well ;  and  I'll  this  moment  to  my 
fitter  ;  not  to  diftrefs,  but  to  amufe  her  with  your 
vanity  ;  ^for  if  fhe  ever  deign'd  even  to  look—- 
pooh! flick  to  your  trade — raife  houfes  upon  terra 
firma,  and  don't  build  caflles  in  the  air ;  for,  tho' 
not  bullying,  as  you  fuppofe,  I  prize  my  fitter's 

honour 
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honour  as  my  own,  and  carry  arms  for  you  and 
Furiofo.  [Exit  into  Hermitage. 

O.  Doric.  What !  reflect  on  my  profeffion ! 
ftop — come  back  ! 

Trade/.  Nay,  now,  'tis  but  a  paltry  cottage,  and 
you  are  lofing  better  jobs.  Come,  I  have  one  in 
view  for  you  myfelf. 

O.  Doric.  Indeed ! 

Tradel.  Ay  :  with  a  man  of  real  confequence. 
I  cannot  exactly  recollect  his  name, — he  gave  a 
fumptuous  ball  laft  night,  and  all  are  puftiing  for 
his  cuftom.  I've  got  it  for  myfelf  already,  and 
now,  I'll  kindly  fpeak  a  word  for  you. 

0.  Dork.  Will  you  ?  that's  noble !  lead  on—- 
and, for  yon  fwaggerer's  bafe  reflections — zounds! 
let  him  be  told,  'tisn't  the  occupation  makes  the 
man,  it  is  the  man  makes  the  occupation.  And, 
in  this  great  commercial  land,  an  honeft  trades- 
man, who  can  pay  his  way,  may  ftrut  with  any 
nabob  in  the  world.  So,  if  you  think  I  am  afraid 
— pooh !  quite  the  contrary,  (putting  on  his  hat} 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. — A  room  in  Sir  Edward  Specious' s 
houfe. 

Enter  the  DELINQUENT. 

Detin.  'Sdeath  !  I  grow  weary  of  his  villainy ; 
it  is  not  further  to  be  borne  ;  for,  whilft  thus  con- 
ftantly  employed  in  covering  his  detefled  crimes, 
perhaps  the  object  that  I  feek  calls  loudly  for  pro- 
tection; and,  defperate  as  I  am,  would  I  not  rather 
fuccour  than  opprefs,  even  my  deadlieft  foe  ?  but 
one,  who's  twined  around  my  heart — Oh  !  let  me 
frurft  my  ignominious  chains,  and  fly  from  this 

<4ifgracefui - 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Edward  Specious  baftily. 

Sir  Edw.  So  j — this  is  fortunate  ! — partake, 
partake  my  triumph  !  for,  fpite  of  all  their  paltry 
arts,  the  faithlefs  fair  is  in  my  power. 

Del'm.  Indeed  !  (fur lily.} 

Sir  Edw.  Ay :  the  lady  flie  refides  with  means 
to-night,  to  take  her  to  a  concert, — and,  mark — 
not  only  on  the  road,  will  leave  her  to  your 
care — 

Del'm.  Mine! 

Sir  Edw.  Ay  :  but  fo  confine  this  hated  gover- 
nefs  by  ftratagem  and  art,  that,  bear  her  pupil  but 
on  board  my  yacht, 

Dei  in.  Never ! 

Sir  Edw.  How  !  dare  you  ? — 

Del'm.  I  dare — svhen  firft,  abroad,  I  anfwered 
for  your  faults,  they  were  the  offspring  of  gay, 
giddy  youth  ;  and  ftill  the  noble  name  of  gentle- 
man was  not  quite  lo"ft  in  your  purfuits  ;  but 
when,  to  gratify  licentious  paffion,  you'd  doom 
one  virtuous  woman  to  confinement,  and  force 
another  to  defpair  and  infamy^  you  wrong,  with- 
out redrefs,  that  fex,  which  man  but  lives  to  love 
and  to  protect. 

Sir  Edw.  Wretch !  traitor !  muft  I  remind  you 
who  you  are  ? 

Del'm.  No  ;  tell  me  who  I  was, 

Sir  Edw.  I  will ;  for  it  will  gall  you  to  reflect, 
that  you,  the  proud  Sir  Arthur  Courcy,  of  Nor- 
thumberland, famed  for  his  landed  and  com- 
mercial rank,  implored  my  father  to  become  his 
bail,  and  meanly  left  him  to  difcharge  the  debt. 

Delin.  Ha! 

Sir  Ediv.  (holding  Del'm.)  And  after  that,  whea 
this  Sir  Arthur's  bankruptcy  enfued,  dared  he  ap- 
pear to  his  commission !  no  ;  he  fied  the  king* 
dom  —  and  now,  as  outlaw  —  ay,  as  outlaw, 

may 
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may  be  tried  for  crimes,  moft  flagrant  and  felo- 
nious. 

Delin.  Peace  !  or,  by  heaven ! 

Sir  Edw.  Nay,  more, — this  outlaw  fpread  fuch 
defolation  round,  that  many  a  peafant's  cheerful 
home  was  changed  to  drear  imprifonment ;  and 
his  own  family  befide 

Delin.  (breaking  from  him)  Nay  take  my  life, 
for  every  word's  a  dagger  to  that  heart,  that  ftill 
could  prove  its  motives  were  not  evil ;  but  that 
it  boldly  has  involved  itfelf,  not  fkulk'd,  like  you, 
beneath  another's  name. 

Sir  Edw.  'Tis  well,  fir ;  but  there  was  a  time 
when  you'd  have  own'd  yourfelf  obliged • 

Delin.  Knelt !  proud^  Sir  Arthur  would  have 
knelt !  and  rifen  prouder  from  the  grateful  pof- 
ture ;  but  when  you  trample  on  a  worm,  re- 
member it  has  feelings — haply  tender  as  your 
own. 

Sir  Edw.  Well,  well,  perhaps  I  was  too  warm  ; 
forget  what's  paft,  and  fome  more  defperate  agent 
fhall  be  found. 

Delin.  What !  you're  refolved! 

Sir  Edw.  I  am !  and  had  you  granted  this,  my 
laft  requeft,  it  might  have  led  e'en  to  reveriing  of 
your  outlawry ;  for  all  thofe  bonds  my  father 
purchafed,  from  revenge,  had  been  returned  into 
your  hands,  and  freedom  thus  reftored,  you 
might  indeed  regain  the  noble  height  from 
whence  you  fell. 

Delin.  What !  freedom  ? 

Sir  Edw.  Ay :  and  expect,  befides,  another 
bright  reward:  the  lovely  prize  but  once  on  board 
the  veflel,  we'll  fail  diredlly  for  Northumberland. 

Delin.  Northumberland ! 

Sir  Edw.  Yes;  to  that  veryfpot,  where,  beyond 
doubt,  the  tender  treafure  that  you  feek,  now 
claims  the  pity  you  fo  wifli  to  prove. 

Delin. 
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Delin.  (having  Jhewn  much  joy  during  the  pre- 
ceding fpeecli)  Will  you  ?  I  am  no  longer  matter  of 
myfelf — nature,  refiftlefs  nature  mounts  within 
my  foul,  and,  like  a  whirlwind,  hurries  me  to  ac- 
tion.— The  time,— the  place 

Sir  Edw.  There — this  letter  will  explain  (giving 
him  letter)  no  more — away  ! 

Delin.  Ah :  to  my  native  £hore,— to  liberty, 
to  life  !  (ruJJies  out?) 

Sir  Edw.  Within  there  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Where  is  the  mafter  of  my  yacht  ? 

Serv.  Tom  Tackle,  Sir  ?  Oh  !  he's  below  in  the 
Jiall,  Sir. 

Sir  Edw.  I'll  come  to  him.  [Exit  Servant. 

Pride — love — revenge  !—  all,  all  will  triumph 
now !  [Exit. 

SCENE  lll.—Outftde  of  the  Hotel. 

Enter  Dorville/r0>;z  the  Hotel. 

Dor<u.  Not  yet  returned !  Surely  no  creditor  has 
come  from  town  and  fuddenly  arrefted  him. 
Plague  on't !  if  there  has — now,  at  the  moment 
when  this  letter  from  his  uncle  gives  hopes  of 
lafting  happinefs  and  wealth.  Well,  well,. I'll  feek 
and  fliew  him — Oh,  he's  here;  and,  as  I  feared — 
by  heaven !  two  bailiffs  with  him ! 

Enter  Young  Doric,  followed  by  two  Perfom. 

So,  you're  at  laft  rewarded  as  you  ought, 

T.  Doric.  Yes,  I  am,  exactly ;  for  this  gentleman, 
an  active,  eaterpriling  upholfterer  (Upholfterer  bows 

very 
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'very  low)  has  almoft  forced  me  to  take  a  ready  fur- 
nifhed  villa  of  his  about  a  mile  off.  And  this  gen- 
tleman, a  fmart  advertifing  wine-merchant  (Wirie- 
Merchant  bows  alfo)  actually  infifts  on  flocking  it 
with  his  own  beft  port  and  Madeira ;  and  'tis  no 
fault  of  mine,for,  as  I  faid  before,  upon  my  honour, 
gentlemen,  I  doubt  very  much  whether  I  can  pay 
you. 

Wine  Merch.  Oh,  we  know  who  we're  trufting ! 
One  who  is  vifited  by  all  the  town. 

Upholft.  So  noticed,  fo  refpected — and  by  fuch 
folid  and  fubftantial — Do,  pray  indulge  us ;  fay 
'tis  a  bargain,  and  we'll  fly  to  execute  your  orders. 

T.  Doric.  Well :  fince  I  muft  indulge  you — fly, 
fly,  my  fine  fellows ! 

Uphol/i.  Enough : — And  we  mall  ever  feel  fo 
much  indebted  to  your  kindnefs.  (Bowing  both 
very  low) 

T.  Doric,  (returning  the  bow}  Not  more  than  I 
fliall  feel  indebted  to  you,  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  Wine-Merchant  and  Upbolfterer. 
And  for  the  fair,  induftrious  tradefman's  fake,  I  ara 
glad  that  you  are  match'd  ;  for  'tis  fuch  pufliing 
and  high-priced  extortioners  that  injure  credit, 
and  make  fwindling  flourim. 

Dorv.  It  is ;  but  they  are  right  in  their  furmifes 
now ;  for,  by  this  friendly  letter  from  your 
partner 

T.  Doric.  My  uncle !  What,  from  honeft  old 
Toby !  and  to  you  !  Oh,  let  me  read  1 — "  Dear  Mr. 
.  Dorville,inanfwertoyourplca(ing  account  of  Jack's 
reformation,  clofe  ftudy  of  architecture,  and  being 
now  on  the  road  to  London,  to  take  part  as  active 
partner" — Oh,  you  dear,  friendly,  lying,  corref- 
pondent ! — "I  heartily  thank  you,  and  as  I  cou'dn't 
fay  more,  if  I  were  to  write  volumes,  Your's, 
Toby  Doric.  P.  S.  Hope  Jack  will  be  in  town 
to-night,  being  fuddenly  called  on  a  building  job  to 

BriftoL" 
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Briftol."  So,  by  this  letter,  I  am  now  in  Londofi 
— and  I  am  here,  furrounded  by  a  whole  town,  all 
dreffing  for  my  concert. 

Dorv.  I  know  ;  but  if  I  write  that  you're  de- 
tained, from  over  ftudy  and  fatigue — 

T.  Doric.  Do  :  write  this  inftant;  for,  back'd  by 
him,  Olivia  may  be  mine!  Arid  then  commence 
your  book  of  travels — you'll  knock  up  old  Mun- 
x:haufen. 

\Exit  DoTville  Into  Inn* 

Oh !  ever  credulous  and  complying  uncle  !  let  me 
but  coax  you  to  a  trifling  fettlement,  only  a  paltry 
twenty  thoufand  to  begin  with — Oh  !  (kijfing 
the  letter.'} 

Enter  Old  jporic  and  Tradelove. 
,  Young  Doric's  back  is  towards  them. 

Tradelove.  That's  the  great  man — and,  at  the 
concert  that  he  gives  to-night — this  famed  Von 
Rapidotz,  fo  puff'd  for  months  in  all  the  London 
papers. — 

0.  Doric.  What !  that  great  Ruffian  fidler !  he  in 
England !  Go,  and  if  no  building  job,  get  him  to 
alk  me  to  his  concert. 

Tradelove.  Mum  \ — (going  up  to  Young  Doric.) 
Sir,  my  friend  here  is  an  architect, 

T.  Doric,  (not  turning  round}.  Pooh  !  Pooh  1  I 
havn't  time,  (turning  up  towards  the  Hotel.} 

0.  Doric.  Stop — let  me  try.  Sir,  my  name  is 
Doric,  of  the  Minories. 

T.  Doric.  What !  (much  agitated,  but  not  turning.} 

0.  Doric.  Doric  and  Nephew,  that's  the  firm — • 
and  if  you  want  a  Blenheim,  Wooburn,  or  a 
Caftle  Howard,  Jack  is  quite  capable,  quite,  (with 
difficulty  moves  Young  Doric  round,  who  is  trying  to 
get  away,  and  they  meet  face  to  face.}  Death  and 
fury !  quite  the  contrary, 

r.  Doric. 
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T.  Doric.  What,  nunky !  my  dear  fir!-— QjwV/g 
/*  embrace  him.} 

O.  Doric.  Keep  off,  and  anfwer  me.  Is  this  your 
ftyle  -of  ftudying  architecture?  And  will  ihefe 
balls  and  concerts,  and  Von  Rapidotz,  get  you  one 
cuftomer,  or  friend,  you  profligate  ? 

T.  Doric.  To  be  fure  ;  for  don't  great  parties 
lead  to  great  connection:  ? 

0.  Dork.  No:  for  when,  at  your  requeft,  I  gave 
my  gala  in  the  Minories,  thofe  I  left  out  all  quiz- 
zed me,  as  "  Beau  Bricklayer ;"  and  for  my 
guefts— fome  laugh'dat,  none  knew  me, and  many 
fwore  I  was  a  damn'd  bad  waiter. 

T.  Doric.  And  where's  the  wonder  ?  When,  in- 
ftead  of  chalking  the  floor,  you  painted  it  j  and  fo 
late  in  the  afternoon,  that  the  wet  oil  tript  up  all 
the  dancers  ;  and  when  fongs  commenced,  didn't 
you  claim  your  privilege,  as  mafter  of  the  houfe, 
and  roar  "  Lullaby,"  and  the  "  Beautiful  Maid," 
'till  you  were  left  clapping  and  encoring  yourfelf  ? 

O.  Doric.  And  if  I  did,  wafn't  1,  for  a  whole 
week  after,  almoft  poifon'd  and  fiarv'd ;  for  my 
old  houfekeeper  wou'dn't  allow  me  a  bit  of  frefli 
meat,  'till  I  had  fairly  eat  up  every  fcrap  and  frag- 
ment. But  we're  no  longer  partners — no,  a  lawyer 
mall  this  iniiint  draw  up  articles  of  diflblution, 
and  I'll  not  only  never  quit  you  till  you  lign  them, 
but  ib  expofe  you  in  the  town 

T.  Doric.  Expofe  me,  fir  !  Expofe  a  gentleman ! 

0.  Doric.  Ay,  there  it  is — though  born  to 
trade,  your  father  bred  you  as  a  gentleman ;  and, 
to  my  mind,  we  are  all  gentlemen  and  ladies 
now ;  for  whilft  each  maid  out-greciam  and  out- 
attitudes  her  miftrefs,  my  milkman's  daughter, 
Mils  Gloriana  Georgiana  Chalky,  daily  rubs  out 
her  father's  fcores,  by  learning  fcores  from  Mon- 
fieur  Kickpailini — and  fo,  expect  me  with  the 
articles. 

T.  Doric. 
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T.  Doric.  Stay,  lir — one  word.  You  ufed  to 
love  me  as  a  fon  j  and  if  I  mould  gain  trade  by 
thefe  aflemblies — 

0.  Doric.  Why  then — pooh !  'tis  impoffible ! 

T.  Doric.  Nay,  join  the  concert — hear  but  this 
famous  Ruffian  play  j  and  if  he  don't  tickle  them 
like  trout 

O.  Doric.  What !  he'll—  (smiling.) 

Re-enter  Dorville/row  the  Hotel,  'with  the  Letter. 

Dorv.  Here — here's  another  batch  of  lies — 
here's  another  tickler  for  old  Toby. 

0.  Doric.  Hem  !  (putting  on  his  hat.}  Quite  the 
contrary. 

£ Exit. 

Dorv.  Why,   zounds !  what  brought  him  here  ? 

T.  Doric.  And,  zounds !  what  brought  you 
here,  juft  at  the  moment  ? — but  I'll  be  after  him, 
and — No,  dam'me,  1  am  wanted  at  the  concert — 
fo,  follow  him,  and  make  amends — Speak  of  my 
villa,  and  my  ftock  of  wines — prove  that  the  town 
quite  likes  to  be  deceived — fay  I  am  in  love — fay — 

Dorv.  Fear  not — I  know  the  prize  that  you 
contend  for. 

T.  Doric.  Aye:  I  fay  'tis  not  rank,  or  riches, 
or  renown ;  but  more  than  all  combin'd  j  for  'tis 
fair  woman,  and  connubial  blifs ; 

And  if  it  ends  in  but  a  valued  wife — 
Say  I'm  at  home,  and  architect  for  life. 

\Exeunt* 

END  OF  THE  THIRD  ACT. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — An  Anti-Chamber  leading  to  Concert- 
Room. 

Enter  YOUNG  DORIC,  meeting  the  MAJOR. 

Major. 

TTETHERE'S  this  Von  Rapidotz,fo  longextoll'd 
in  every  public  print  ?  Why,  he  has  fo  cut 
up  Sir  Edward's  concert,  that  there's  more  fidlers 
than  company. 

T.  Doric.  And  I'm  overflowing ;  but  Mifs 
Olivia,  Major — 

Major.  Oh  !  the  dear  girl ;  my  fitter's  grown 
ib  fond  of  her  fociety,  that  fhe  can't  bear  her  from 
her  fight,  and  therefore  brings  her  in  a  chaife  her- 
felf ;  and,  now,  if  you  would  know,  befide,  the 
perfon  that  Olivia's  fond  of,  come  here — I'll  whif- 
per  in  your  ear. 

T.  Doric.  'Slife!  whom,  Sir? 

Major.  Doric — Jack  Doric — I  told  her  you 
fliould  know  the  fecr^t ;  and  I  am  glad,  with  all 
my  heart ;  for  you've  fo  true  a  tafte  for  rural 
fports,  that  poets  well  may  paint  the  bleffings  of  a 
country  life,  if  all,  like  you,  tfyus  made  the  welkin 
ring  with  fong,  with  dancing,  and  with  revelry. 

T.  Doric.  Sir,  you  amaze — tranfport — 

Major.  I  know,  and  therefore  I  will  tell  you 
more. — Prove  you  are  no  adventurous  fortune- 
hunting — your  pardon  ;  but  as  we're  total  ftran- 
gers,  and  as  Olivia  has  fufFered  by  man's  perfidy 
fo  long,  pray  (taking  his  hand}  pray  e^xcufe  me,  but 
were  you  guardian  of  fo  fweet  a  flower,  you  would 
do  much  to  fhelter  it  from  danger. 

T.  Doric.  And,   as  her  lover,  I  could  kifs  the 
o  hand 
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hand  that  raifed,  that  nouriihed,  and  would  thtrs 
defend  it.  Be  fatisfied — I  will  not  think  of  an 
alliance,  till  you're  convinced  that  I  deferve  it. 

Major.  Enough — and  now,  once  more  advance 
we  to  the  rural  warriors.  Mind.  tho%  my  fitter 
muft  confent ;  for  'tis  my  pride  to  follow  her  ad- 
vice, in  fpite  of  Rollo  Furiofo.  (going,  returns) 
I  hope — 1  truft  you'll  be  Olivia's  hufband, — you 
were  her  friend  when  I  forgot  that  name,  and  if 
your  motives  be  not  worthy 

T.  D'jric.  Look,  fir,  is  this  the  countenance— — 

Major. No  ;  you've  thofe  open  fafcinating  frciles, 
that  would  enliven  e'en  recruiting  officers  ;  ay,  or 
make  lawyers  chuckle  in  vacation — And  fo,  I 
charge  you,  let  me  quickly  give  the  two  beft  par- 
ties an  old  man  can  witnefs — a  wedding  and  a. 
chriftening  dinner,  boy. 

[£*//. 

T.  Doric.  Ay  ;  or  a  young  man's  either — for 
they're  fubftantial  food — Oh  1  rapturous  thought  t 
Olivia  may  be  mine.1  But  how!  unlefs  my  uncle 
will  relent,  I'm  the  adventurous  fortune-hunt- 
ing  

Enter  DORVILLE. 

Well,  George,  what  luck  ?  Bid  you  o'ertake —  ? 

Dorv,  I  did  :  I  found  him  at  the  lawyer's,  and 
he's  fo  anxious  to  dhTolve  the  partnership,  that 
they  are  actually  preparing  the  articles. 

T.  Doric-  Whit !  there's  no  hope  ? 

Dorv.  None — but  the  chance  of  this  night's 
concert.  He  can  do  nothing  till  to-morrow. 

T.  Doric.  Right — and  if  Olivia  would  arrive — 

0.  Doric,  (withaut}  I  \yill — I  will  come  up,  I 
tell  you. 

2".  Doric.  So,  there  ends  the  battle,  at  a  knock- 
down blow — Try,  try  again — I'll  ftand  apart. 

(Retires  upjlage* 
Enter  Old  Doric,  with  paper  in  his  hand* 
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0.  Doiic.  So — all  in  grand  ftyle,  I  fee — friends, 
fidlers,  footmen, — crowds,  coronets,  conftables, 
pick-pockets,  peace-officers — and,  tell  me,  fir,  was 
I  infulted  by  my  nephew's  orders  ? 

Dorv.  Infulted,  fir  !  by  whom? 

0.  Doric.  By  his  conftables — his  ftaff-officcrs 
from  London  ;  for,  taking  me  for  an  Old  Bailey 
acquaintance,  they  cock'd  their  eyes,  and  bawl'd 
aloud,  "  Vy,  Dicky,  you  be'nt  expected." — "  No," 
fays  I,  "  nor  Toby  either ;  but  I  warrant  we're 
both  of  us  as  good  as  many  of  the  company" — 
and  fo  I  forced  my  way, — and  fo,  fir,  mow  me 
to  the  concert-room,  for  Jack  mail  fign  thefe  ar- 
ticles directly. 

Doru.  Nay,  fir,  confider — you  will  be  his  ruin. 

0.  Doric.  Well  let  him  thank  himfeif — he 
knows  he  was  my  favourite,  and,  now,  when 

building  is  the  firft  profeffion, aye,  you  may 

flare,  fir — but,  are  not  all  men  meafured  by  their 
houfes?  Stand  they  not  long  or  fhort  in  public 
eftimation,  according  to  the  fize  of  their  apart- 
ments? And  don't  great  rooms  make  painters, 
dentifls,  and  e'en  furgeons  great?  for,  who  will 
follow  genius  to  a  garret?  None — fo,  lead  the 
way,  and  quick!  difpatch !  for  if,  as  partner,  I 
pay  half  the  piper — i'cod!  I'll  hear  fome  piping 
for  my  money.  [Exit  with  'DorviHe. 

T.  Doric.  Wheugh !  beat !  beat  for  ever !  and, 
at  the  very  crifis,  when,  with  his  friendly  aid,  I 
might  have  fhouted  victory  !  Well,  well,  I  cannot 
blame  him — (Mufic  within.}  Ah !  there's  Von 
Rapidotz — Pooh  !  his  famed  flourifhes  are  ufefefs 
now.  (More  mufic,  and  cries  of  "  Bravo — Bravif- 
fimo"  within)  Hark!  with  what  fhouts  they  hail 
his  firft  attempt.  I'll  roufe !  I'll  profit  by  the 
found  ;  for  mufic,  that  can  bend  the  knotted  oak, 
may  foften  e'en  old  Toby's  heart. 

D  a  Rs-cvter 
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Re-enter  Old  Doric,  with  the  Articles. 

0.  Doric.  Sign,  fign  directly,  or  we  fmafh  to- 
gether— Oh !  you're  indeed  an  active  partner. 
I  thought  at  molt  it  would  have  coft  five  pounds  ; 
but  here  to  have  the  firft  appearance  of  a  player, 
whofe  price,  in  Ruflia,  is  two  hundred  ducats. — 

T.  Doric.  Who  fays  fo,  fir  ? 

0.  Doric.  Who  ?  every  public  print :  and  'tis 
no  wonder,  for  the  whole  room  was  in  an  ecftacy, 
almoft  before  he  moved  his  elbows — Ay,  and 
whe,n,  by  chance,  he  dropt  his  diamond  pin, 
young,  old,  lame,  fplenetick,  all  tumbled,  neck 
and  heels,  to  have  the  glory  of  replacing  it. 

1C.  Doric,  (with  exultation)  Indeed ! 

0.  Doric.  And  one,  a  travelling  gentleman, 
who  often  had  been  charmed  with  him  abroad, 
fwore  inftincT:  was  his  mufic-mafter,  for  that  his 
father  was  a  poor  CofTack. 

T.  Doric.  That's  capital !  for  Fm  his  father  ! 

0.  Doric.  You ! 

T.  Doric.  I  made,  I  nam'd — I  praifed — him,  as 
you  heard:  and  fam'd  Von  Rapidot  is  Jack's 
own  child. 

,0.  Doric.  What !  (with  njlonijhment.) 

T.Doric.  Mum!  he's  a  poor  emigrant  from  Swifler- 
land,  who,  having  nothing  to  fupport  himfelf, 
his  children,  and  his  wife,  but  Ibme  wild  talent  in 
the  art  of  mufic,  applied,  in  vain,  to  get  employ- 
ment— in  vain,  becaufe  he  wanted  name  and  re- 
putation— I  gave  him  every  thing — I  puff'd  him, 
as  a  prodigy,  and  all  good-naturedly,  fo,  take  my 
word,  that, — ha!  ha!  ha!  whilft  one  hears  him, 
where  he  never  played,  others  huzza  before  they" 
hear  at  all. 

0.  Doric,  (foiling)  Zounds !  you  moft  impu- 
dent  
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T.  Doric.  Why,  where's  the  harm?  when  thus 
they 're  in  fuchecftacy?  (pointing  totberoom^Heczme 
here,  exprefs,  to  tell  me,  he  had  glorious  offers 
now,  and  fpeak  his  own,  and  his  lov'd  partner's 
joy — And,  fhould  it  aid  my  partner — fliould  it 
but  lead  to  trade  and  to  connection,  I  may  regain 
an  old  friend's  love,  which,  on  my  life,  I  covet 
from  my  heart ;  for,  \vhile  yon  fenfelefs  fhouts 
afford  no  blifs,  his  approbation  will  fecure  my 
own. 

0.  Doric.  It  will — it  will — (tearing  the  articles.'} 

T.  Doric.  What!  you  arejefting! 

0.  Doric.  No  ;  quite  (tearing  on)  quite  the  con- 
trary. (Embracing  Young  Doric.)  Dam'me !  Til 
give  another  gala  myfelf,  and  at  this  villa  Dor- 
ville  fpoke  of;  and  afk  a  certain  perfon,  called 
Olivia — and,  name  what  fettlement  you  pleafe  ; 
don't  fland  upon  a  thoufand  pounds  or  two — a 
concert,  and  a  fupper  will  foon  fettle  that. 

T.  Doric.  Thanks — Thanks !  and  for  mv  villa, 

j 

conlider  it,  at  leaft,  as  half  your  own. 

0.  Doric.  Half !  we're  partners,  Jack — and,  as 
I  long  to  fee  it,  and  there's  that  old  fiery,  bully- 
loving  Major,  now  brandifhing  his  cane  about  the 
concert-room — come,  I'll  be  off. 

T.  Doric.  Do;  and  my  chariot,  which  now 
waits  to  take  home  vifitors,  fliall  inftantly  convey 
you — and,  when  the  concert's  over,  we'll  have  a 
quiet  fupper  by  ourfelves,  and  drink  fuccefs  to 
harmony,  Von  Rapidotz  and  trade — come! — 

Enter  Dorville,  with  a  Servant,  from  Concert-Room. 

Dorv.  Stay,  fir — one  word. 
T.  Doric.  I  can't — I  muft  attend  my  uncle. 
Dorv.  What !  to  fign  articles  of  diffolution  ? 
T.  Doric.  No  :  quite  the  contrary. 

[Exit  arm  in  arm  with  Old  Doric. 
Dorv.  Bravo!  that's  excellent — and,  William, 

fince 
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fmce  the  Major  cannot  guefs  why  Mifs  Tornado 
is  detained  fo  long,  go  fee  if  ihe  be  coming. 

Will.  Lord,  fir,  there  are  fuch  crowds  of  car- 
riages and  people,  that  'tis  impofiible  to  fee,  or 
hear,  or 

Dorv.  No  matter;  he  is  fo  vexed  at  her  delay, 
that  I  defire  you'll  obey  him.  [Exit  William. 

Re-enter  Young  Doric,  laughing. 

What  !  what  adventure  now  ! 

T.  Doric.  Oh!  thebeftyet — the  night's  fo  dark, 
and  there  is  fuch  confufion  'mongft  the  carriages, 
that  ir.y  ftunn'd  uncle,  in  his  fright  and  buftle^ 
feeing  the  door  of  a  brown  chariot  open,  coolly 
wnips  in,  and,  thinking  it  is  mine,  orders  the 
coachman  to  drive  home  directly. 

Dorv.  'Slife!  and  whofe  chariot  was  it? 

T.  Doric.  I  know  no  more  than  he  does  ;  but 
this  I  know,  the  fervants  were  fo  drunk,  that 
they  miftook  him  for  their  mafter  ;  for  they  all 
bow'd,  and  drove  him  off  in  ftyle — and,  let  them 
land  him  where  they  will,  be  it  a  palace,  or  a  pri- 
vate gentleman's,  he'll  fwear  it  is  his  partner's 
villa,  and  call  for  half  of  everything' he  likes. 
But  come — ere  this  Olivia  is  arrived. 

Dorv.  No ;  and  I  guefs  the  caufe — she  is  de- 
tained by  this  Mifs  Stoic; — and, now  I  recollect — 
what  colour  is  the  Major's  chariot? — don't  it  re- 
femble  your's  ? 

T.  Doric.  It  does  ;  and  fliould  they  drive  him  to 
the  Hermitage  ! — Mum  !  we'll  afk  direclly — and, 
as  'tis  clear  fhe'd  part  me  from  Olivia,  may  honeft 
Toby  take  her  houfe  for  mine  !  for  he's  ib  hafty, 
and  fo  obftinate,  that  mould  they  charge  him  to 
decamp,  1  (hou'dn't  wonder  if  he  charged  her  too, 
and  bolcjly  march'd  the  hermit  to  the  round- 
houfe.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  U.—Infide  of  the  Hermitage. 

Enter  Nicholas,  drunk,  with  a  Tankard. 

Nich.  So!  fuccefs  to  folitude  !  for  the,Major's 
gone  to  the  concert,  and  Miftrefs  and  Mifs  Olivia 
are  gone— and  Mrs.  Aubrey  ; — no,  die's  not  gone, 
becaufe  fhe's  locked  up  in  that  Sanctum  Sancto- 
rum there.  I  believe  fomehow,  I'm  gone.  (l<Aid 
knocking.)  Now,  for  a  guinea,  that's  the  Major  in 
his  chariot  (going  towards  door}.  Thjy  fay  that  too 
much  ale,  (pointing  towards  tankard)  makes  one  fee 
double ;  but,  faith,  for  my  part,  I  can't  fee  at  all — 
yes,  I  can ;  (looking  out)  I  fee,  'tis  the  Major. 

Enter  Old  Doric. 

Oh !  your  honour  !  (bowing  and  reeling.) 

0.  Doric.  What !  you're  as  fober  as  the  reft. 
Why,  zounds  !  they  reel'd  Jack's  chariot  thro*  the 
air  ;  but,  pheugh !  (puffing  himself)  I'm  fafe  at 
home  at  laft — and,  as  1  live,  (hoking  round)  our 
villa  is  a  pretty  partnerfhip  concern — fo  fnug — 
fo  tafty.  Supper,  Sirrah!  (very  loud  and  autho- 
ritatively.) 

Nich.  Supper  !  Why,  Major ! 

0.  Doric.  Major !  begone ! 

f  Exit  Nicholas. 

The  Coachi^'.n  call'd  me  Major  too  :  but  'tis 
their  drunken  folly — And,  now  as  fenior  Co.  to 
pop  on  the  beft  chamber,  and  beft  bed,  (going  to 
the  door)  Why  this  door's  lock'd — and,  as  it 
feems,  infide,  (looks  through  the  keyhole)  What !  a 
white  petticoat !  Oh,  Jack!  now,  is  this  fair,  and 
equal  by  your  partner  ?  But  I'll  be  quits  with  you, 
for,  as  I'm  firft,  and  this^  perchance,  may  prove 

the 


56  THE  DELINQUENT  : 

the  key,  (taking  it  from  the  wall")  I'll  have  my  mare. 
(opens  the  door.) 

Enter  Mrs.  Aubrey. 

Madam,  (bowing)  you're  welcome  to  our  villa, 
(fmiling  and  putting  up  his  chitterlin). 

Mrs.  Aub.  Your  villa  !  no  poor  evafion,  fir-— 
Where  is  the  owner  of  this  mifcalled  Hermitage  ? 
who  lured  me  to  that  fecret  room,  arid  then,  un- 
known to  me,  fecured  the  door. 

O.  Doric.  Hermitage  !  (alarmed  and  looking  about) 

Mrs.  Aub.  Aye,  where  is  the,  artful  Miss  Stoic  ? 
But,  to  my  joy,  Major  Tornado  comes  —  and  in 
fo  right  a  caufe—  - 

O.  Doric.  Major  !  what,  that  old  fiery,  bully- 
loving  —  (looks  out)  oh  !  ho  !  talk  of  the  right 
caufe,  dam'me,  I'm  in  the  wrong  box,  and  that 
rafcal,  Jack,  has  moved  me  in  the  lion's  den,  with- 
out a  partner  to  fhare  half  the  mawling. 

Miss  Stoic  (without.)  Nay,  brother,  'twas  your 
fottifli  fervant's  fault. 

Major  (without).  S'blood  !  fifter,  I'll  play  the 
devil. 

O.  Doric.  There  !  ""he'll  play  the  devil  !  Not 
that  I  am  afraid  of  a  whole  troop  of  Majors. 

Major  (without).  Granted! 
;  O.  Doric.  Oh,  lord;  he's  here  ! 

\_Exit  hajtlly  into  door  In  backfcene. 


Enter  Major  Tornado  and^^k  Stoic. 

Major.  Granted  —  'tis  no  fault  of  your's,  fif- 
ter ;  and  Olivia  is  by  this  time  fafe  at  the  con- 
cert; but,  much  as  I'm  prepared  for  rural  fports, 
to  mifs  her,  and  to  mifs  my  chariot  ;  and  after 
walking  home  thro'  rain  and  dirt,  to  find  my  fer- 
vants  all  laid  flat  with  that  arcadian  leveller 
called  ale-  -  - 
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Mrs.  Aub.  Where  is  Olivia,  Sir  ? 

Mifs  Stoic,  (afide,  and  witch  agitated)  How  ! 

Major.  Why,  more  ruftic  blifs  !  Mrs.  Aubrey ! 
the  chaife  was  fractured  in  a  chryftal  ftream 

Mrs.  Aubrey.  I'll  not  believe  it — no  ;  why  was 
I  made  a  prifoner,  madam  ?  why  thus  confined — 

Mifs  Stoic.  Confined  !  brother,  'tis  well  philo- 
fophy has  fteel'd  my  mind. 

Mrs.  Aubrey.  Philofophy  !  oh  !  when  its  fource 
is  Virtue  and  ftrong  fenfe,  no  fyftem  is  more  noble; 
but  made  the  veil  for  worldly  and  ambitious  views, 
'tis  a  perverted  term,  and  tho'  it  preach  in  faint- 
like  language,  it  means,  or  leads  to  danger  and 
deftruction. 

Major.  Nay,  when  the  world's  fo  guilty,  is  there 
no  merit  in  avoiding  it  ? 

Mrs.  Aubrey.  No  ;  for  if  it  be  as  mifanthropes 
defcribe,  let  them  remain,  and  help  to  correct  its 
guilt,  nor  cowardly  forfake  what  true  philofophy 
might  vanquifh ;  but  'tis  in  vain — I  fee  ftk:  tri- 
umphs, where  I  hoped  to  pleafe ;  and  fince  my 
heart  forebodes  new  danger  to  Olivia,  alone,  once 
more  I'll  fuccour  and  protect  her. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Protect !  brother,  they're  leagued  to 
rob  me  of  your  friendfhip ;  and  this  falie  ftory  of 
confinement  well  correfponds  with  their  aflbciate's 
tale  of  love,  refpect  and  Seraphina. 

Major.  AfTociate!  he!  that  old  builder,  who 
mail  find  I  am  the  real  Rollo  Furiofo  (foaking  bis 
Jlick).  Madam,  my  fifter's  honour  (noife  within  of 
fimething  falling)  why,  what's  that  noife,  and  in 
your  lanftum  fan&orum  ?  Oh  ho !  (going  hajlily 
•towards  the  door.) 

Mifs  Stoic.  Hold!  dare  not  approach  that  hal- 
lowed ground,  (holding  Majer.} 

Major.  Zounds!  I  will  murder — (breaking  from 
her,  and  getting  near  the  door;  O.  Doric  -nijhes  out.) 

O.  Dor. 
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O.  Dot  Ic.  Don't — I  afk  pardon — and  if  you 
think  I  can  defend  that  lady — (pointing  to  Mifs 
Stoic.')  Quite  the  contrary.  \_Exit. 

Mifs  btoic.  Sir,  I  iniift (g&flgO 

Major.  Sifter,one  word — confefs — impart  where 
I  can  find  Olivia  ;  and  if  I  can  forget • 

Mifs  Stoic.  Go,  afk  the  real  culprits — afk  of  Sir 
Edward  and  his  vile  dependent,  and  for  forget- 
ting— I  fhall  remember  and  refent  for  ever. 

[£*//. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Afk  of  Sir  Edward !  Oh  !  mercy  ! 

Major.  Come,  beft  of  friends;  and  ruled  by  you, 
we  will  preferve  Olivia  dill.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. — A  Cavern — an  opening  m  the  back 
fcenf,  and  Yacht  je  en. 

Enter  Tom  Tackle,  with  three  Sailors. 

Tom.  Come  along,  my  lads  ;  for  tho'  this  Mr. 
Delinquent  has  brought  the  young  lady  fafe  into 
this  cavern  here,  whilft  we  get  the  boat  ready  to 
receive  her,  yet,  why  fhou'd  fhe  figh,  and  hang 
upon  him,  and  entreat  him  to  take  her  away 
again  ?  Lookye!  I'll  bet  a  feventy-four  to  a  Thames 
wherry,  he  means  foul  play  to  Sir  Edward — fo, 
come,  boys  !  firii  for  the  boat,  then  for  our  prize; 
and  then  we've  done  our  duty  by  a  noble,  gallant 
mafter.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Olivia  following  Delinquent  from  Cavern. 

Delin.  Away  !  your  eyes  are  bafilifks. 

Olivia.  Oh  !  think — think  how  I  was  lured  into 
your  power — by  apt  contrivance,  when  the  car- 
riage broke,  you  flew  to  my  relief,  and  I,  believing 

you'd  befriend  and  pity 

DtKn. 
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Delih.  Pity!  for  you!  I  need  it  for  myfelf: 
for  prove  that  reafon  holds,  and  the  whole  earth 
contains  no  bofom  fo  unfeeling. 

Olivia.  Tis  this  that  gives  me  hope — I'm  furc 
you  are  no  willing  agent-^-(/0/A  at  his  fed'}  and 
fee — fee  at  your  feet  one  who,  an  hour  ago,  che- 
rifhed  the  fond  hope  of  being  united  to  him  fhe 
loved — now,  fad  reverfe  !  alone,  and  guarded  by  a 
defperate  crew,  waiting  to  meet  a  worfe  than  pi- 
rate's fury 

Delni.  Forbear !  it  flrikes  me  to  my  brain — 
my  heart ! 

Olivia,  (clinging  to  him")  And  if  {he  calls  for  thofe, 
who  mourn  her  lofs,  none,  none  mall  anfwer  her 
but  winds  and  waves,  and  thus  cut  off — thus  torn 
from  every  friend — 

Del'm.  Friend  !  who  are  your  friends  ?  my 
curfes  on  'em  !  for,  had  they  watch'd  you  as  they 

ought,  you  had  been  fafe,  and  I that's  comfort 

ilili — I'm  not  more  criminal  than  he,  who,  trufting 
to  this  fiend-like  fitter's  power — 

Olivia.  How  !  Major  Tornado  ! 

Dclin.  Ay  ;  your  own  father — who  firft  for- 
fakes  you  on  a  flanderous  tale,  and  then  conceding 
to  Sir  Edward's  plots,  unites,  like  me,  with  villains 
to  deftroy  you. 

Olivia.  What !  clafs  the  virtuous  with  fuch  in- 
famy. 

Del'm.  No  ;  link  the  author  of  fuch  evil 

'  Oliv.  Hear  me !  tho'  direft  vengeance  be  the 
fure  refult,  I  will  not  have  his  name,  who  gave 
me  more  than  life,  compared  one  inftant  with  a 
wretched  hireling,  whom,  much  as  I  contemn,  I 
more  defpife  myfelf,  for  having  floop'd  to  parley 
with  fuch  bafenefs. 

Del'm.  Hireling!  live  I  to — take  my  defiance 
then,  (feizes  her  band,  and  fuddenly  draws  back) 
Gracious  powers!  does  my  fight  fail,  or — it  is — 

(reading) 
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C reading)  Lord  Danvers'  picture !  (pointing  to  the 
banging  round  Olivia's  neck.) 

Olivia.  Ay  :  and  know  the  man  that  you  call 
villain,  is  but  my  father  by  adoption  ;  for  when 
the  brave  lord  Danvers  fell,  he  charged  him  to 
protect  his  lov'd  Olivia,  and  named  her  as  his 
own ;  becaufe,  forfaken  by  her  natural  parents, 
they  loft  that  right  her  generous  benefactor 
claim'd. 

Delin.  (looking  at  her  clofely,  and  raifmg  the  hair 
ever  her  forehead.)  Nearer — ftill  nearer !  Oh 
heaven !  that  ftrong,  refembling  look !  your 
hand — (nearly  fainting.) 

Olivia.  Mercy  !  this  ftrange,  myfterious — 

Delin.  Soft !  not  a  word — fteal  gently,  ,or 
they'll  hear — now,  fwift  as  lightning — (trying  to 
force  her  off' with  rapidity.) 

Enter  Tom  Tackle,  and  Sailors  meeting  them. 

Tom.  So-r-we  have  caught  you,  fir — and  you, 
falfe  lady — part  them  this  inftant.  (forces  Olivia 
from  Delinquent,  and  with  another  fai/or,  Jiands  be* 
tween  her  and  Delinquent.) 

Delin.  Never!  for  wild  and  favage  as  I'm 
proved,  e'en  the  tiger  fprings  to  guard  its  young  ; 
and  Nature  arms  a  parent  with  fuch  nerves,  that 
if  one  moment  flie'll  forget  paft  wrongs,  I'm  gifted 
with  a  giant's  ftrength,  and  thus  rufh  on,  to  clafp 
my  long  loft  daughter  to  my  heart,  (forcing  by 
Tom  and  Sailors,  and  embracing  her.) 

Olivia.  Father  !  forget !  Oh !  let  me  bend — 
(going  to  kneel.) 

Delin.  To  heaven !  you  had  a  father  there. 
(pointing  to  heaven.) 

Tom.  What ! —  fhe  —  you ! —  fpeak  ! your 

o\vn  daughter? 

Delin.  Ay:  and  for.  her  I  fought  my  native 
land  ;  for  her  I  funk  to  flavery  and  fiiame — and 
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you,who  boaft  an  Englim  Tailor's  name,  and  often 
conquer  by  humanity,  will  you  ftill  fight  in  a  fe- 
ducer's  caufe  ?  or,  ftruggling  for  a  father's  rights, 
give  him  the  means  to  recompenfe  his  child  for 
crimes  that  make  her  fhudder  at  his  fight. 

Tom.  Oh !  now  I  do  underftand,  force  have 
been  ufed — and  lince  iir  Edward  is  fo  main  fond 
of  public  praife,  we  failors  will  inftruct  him  how 
to  gain  it — not  by  betraying,  but  protecting  wo- 
men— and  for  his  paltry  veflel,  and  the  command, 
— that  for  'em  both  ! — better  to  ferve  before  the 
mail  and  die,  as  our  brave  comrades  have,  abroad, 
than  link  a  name  which  they  have  rais'd  to  fuch 
immortal  glory — Come,  you've  no  time  to  lofe — 
come  to  my  mother's  cottage,  and  I'll  tell  Sir  Ed- 
ward. 

Delhi.  Do  ;  tell  him  to  imitate  your  bright  ex- 
ample; Oh  !  my  Olivia  !  hereafter  you  mall  know- 
all  that  I  dare  reveal — but  much  as  I've  en- 
dured, this — (kffing  her  band)  this  repays  me ! 

L  Exeunt. 


END  Or  THE  FOURTH  ACT. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.— A  Cottage  and   Villa  outfide.     Prafti- 
cable  Window  in  Cottage. 

Enter  Tom  Tackle  from  the  Cottage. 

Tom. 

MESS !  I  can't  {land  it — for  fond  as  I  am  of 
fea,  yet  what  with  mother's  fobbing,  and 
this  poor  fether  and  daughter  fobbing,  I've  had 
fuch  dofes  of  faltwater — and  then  this  mafter  I 
fo  lov'd,  this  falfe  Sir  Edward ! — dang  it  I  I  know 
not  how  to  fteer,  but  this  I  know,  he's,  waiting 
to  be  told  file's  fafe  on  board,  and  mould  he  find 
them  in  that  cottage — Well,  well,  I'll  do  my  beft, 
and  if  I've  luck  enough  to  make  this  poor  Delin- 
quent fwim,  and  bring  my  mafter  to  the  port  of 
honour,  I  fliall  blefs  fortupe  more  than  if  I'd  won 
Newmarket  lofings  through  the  year. 

Enter  Sir  Edward,  hajlily. 

Sir  Edw.  So — I  have  found  you,  fir  ; — and  by 
your  long  delay,  I  fear  to  alk — fpeak,  is  Olivia 
fafe  ? 

Tom.     Quite — quite  fafe,  your  Honour. 

Sir  Ed'tu.  What,  my  friend  bore  her  to  the 
{hip  ? 

Tom.  He  did — (he's  the  niceft,  the  lovelieft — 
but,  begging  your  pardon,  fir,  the  North's  a, 
long  way  off,  and  'tis  fo  much  more  real  and 
genteel  to  marry  in  one's  parifh  church,  that 
with  your  leave,  I'll  ftep  to  Parfon  Poppit's 
houfc. 

Sir 


OR,    SEEING  COMPANY.  6j 

Sir  Edw.  Hold,  fir — inftant  conduct  me/  to 
my  prize. 

Tom.     What,  to  the  veflel  ? 

Sir  Edw.  Ay,  to  parcake  and  glory  in  my 
triumph — Come. 

Tom.  To  be  fure,  Sir — I  know  my  duty  to  a 
noble,  tender-hearted  matter  (Jurcaflically).  But 
fince  your  friend  has  kindly  kept  his  word,  thole 
bonds  you  promifed  in  return  (with  anxiety),  are 
they  about  you,  fir  ? 

Sir  Edw.     No — they  are  not,  fir  ? 

Tom.  That's  lucky,  very  lucky ;  for  as  I 
never  had  the  means  to  free  a  meflmate  on  my 
own  account,  let  me  oil  yours  :  give  me  your 
keys,  I'll  follow  you  on  board  :  and  talk  of  glory 
and  of  triumph,  I'd  rather  fave  one  drowning 
friend,  than  fink  a  hundred  foes — though  I  can 
do  that  too  whenever  they  infift  on  fuch  a  move- 
ment. 

Sir  Edw.  Freedom  to  him  ; — who  more  than 
ever  muft  conceal — never  but  the  reward  I  pro- 
mifed you,  the  purfe  that  was  to  fave  your  honour; 
— here,  take  it. 

Tom.  What !  fave  my  honour  at  the  lofs  of  ho- 
nefty !  Come,  come,  fir,  I'm  not  penny  wife  and 
pound  fbolifh  either  ;  and  for  the  fake  o'  juftice 
(throwing  the  purfe  down)  let  it  caft  anchor  there  ; 
for  it  will  do  more  good  in  any  hands  than  his, 
who  thus  mifufes  what  his  friend  fo  needs  :  I'll 
feek  reward  elfewhere  (going  towards  the  Cottage). 

Sir  Edw.  Stay,  Sir — you  ftir  not  (following 
him,  and  flopping  fliort  on  looking  through  the  Cottage 
window^}  Heavens  !  that  form  !  it  is — Olivia  in 
the  arms  of  this  detefted  wretch  !  and  you  to 
flicker — confufion  !  let  me  pafs,  and  fince  his  fate 
is  in  my  hands,  thus  I'll  bafile  and  o'erwhelm 
them. 

Tom. 
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Tom.     Your  cannot — will  not !  he  is — 

Sir  Ed-iv.     Her  lover,  villain  ! 

Tom.     No— her  father. 

Sir  Ed™..'   Father! 

Tom.  Aye,  there's  the'treafure  he  fo  long' 
-.\f!&>-  find;  and  think  on  how  and  where  thed 
>met — think  who  reduced  him  to  enfnare  his  own 
loft,  doatin-g  daughter,  and  look,  behold-*-^'' 
Edward  turns:  aw  ay))  what  I  thought,  I  knew  it, 
and  I  can  feel  for  you  as  much  as  them  ;  for  I  had 
rather  fight  the  navy  of  the  world,  than  face  a, 
friend'.fo  ftiipwreck'd  and  forlorn. 

Sir  Edw.  (after  a  paufe).  On  what— on  what 
liave  they  refolv'd? 

Tom.  To  fail  to  Italy,  or  {hare  imprifonment. 
{£>  Edward  crojjes  hq/tily).  Where,  where  be'ft 
going,  fir  ? 

Sir  Edw.    DiftracT:  not,  torture  not  with  quef- 

•*          •  * 

lions  ;  follow  me. 

Tom.     What,  to  atone  ? 

• .. '.  Sir  Edw.  Atone!  a  common  tale  would  not 
have  chec^d  my  defign  ;  but  to  perfift  in  plung- 
ing in  defpair  parent  and  child  long  parted  and 
thus  found,  demands  that  daring  and  ferocious 
fpirit,  which  ftill,  thank  heaven,  your  coward 
matter  needs.  Comej  and  receive  the  promifed 
deeds. 

Tom.  .  Aye,  and  the,  purfe  too  ;  for  'tis  the 
prefent  of  a  noble  mafter  now,  and  I  am  flatter 'd 
by  accepting  it. 

Enter  Major  Tornado,  leh'md. 

But,  I  say,  hint  not  Sir  Arthur  Courcy  is  in 
England,  or  that  'twas  he  who  forc'd  away  his 
daughter,  because  this  Major  and  his  hermit  lifter 
these  two  fieLdofiicers,  ye  see. 

• 

\  ..Sir  Edward.     I  know,  but  let    me   haften  to 
jcpair  my  own  Tieart-rending  wrongs. 

Tom, 
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Tom.  Do ;  and  Sir  Arthur  will  repair  this 
old  hero  in  his  leading-firings  j  and  fo,  fir,  here 
go  two  men  of  honour  !  {  Exeunt. 

Major  Tornado  (advancing).  Arriv'd  in  Eng- 
land !  he  !  her  father  prove  to  be  the  wretch — 
Well,  after  this  I  have  no  hope  of  agitation,  an 
earthquake  cou'dn't  move  me  ;  and  I  who  pledg'd 
my  facred  honour  to  Lord  Danvers,  ever  to 
guard  her  from  this  worft  of  foes.  I — they're 
right — quite  right,  I  am  indeed  in  leading-firings; 
but  I  will  buril  at  once  to  manhood,  and  fliew 
this  bafe  Sir  Arthur  Courcy —  (As  he  is  gonig) 

Enter  Old  Doric. 

Old  Dor.  Sir  Arthur  Courcy  !  what,  of  Row- 
land Caftle  ? 

Major  Tor.  Ay,  once  owner  of  that  ftately  pile. 

0.  Doric.  Stately  indeed  !  for  I  was  architect  :  I 
built,  I  alter'd,  I  improv'd  ;  and  while  each  town 
and  road-book  pay  me  compliments,  icod,  they 
little  think  that's  all  I'm  paid. 

Major  Tor.  What,  not  paid  ? 

0.  Dor.  No  :  and  when  Sir  Edward  Specious 
\vifh'd  to  buy  up  my  debt,  fays  I,  "  the  au-t  of 
dunning,  like  the  art  of  trade,  confifts  in  flicking 
clofe ;  and  whilfl  a  polifh'd  creditor,  like  you, 
might  wait  and  wait,  till  doomfday,  even  attornies 
fay,  pay  that  old  peftering  Toby  firfl,  or  we  fhall 
have  no  peace :  and  then  you're  call'd  a  gentle- 
man, and  get  their  thanks  j  I'm  dubb'd  a  favage, 
but  I  get  my  money." 

Major  Tor.  You  are  the  creditor  I  want :  hark 
ye,  he  is  in  England,  now,  fomewhere  in  the 
neighbourhood. 

O.  Doric.  The  neighbourhood  ? 

Major  Tor.  And  his  wrong'd  child,  Olivia, 
whom  I  fought,  fhe,  fhe  is  in  his  power  ;  'but  you 
can  fave  her  by  confining  him,  and  for  the  debt, 

£  I'll 
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I'll  pay  it  ten  times  o'er  ;  but  I  will  part  her  from 
a  wretch,  whom  pity,  honour,  an'a  revenue — 
come,  this  will  do,  I  have  the  old  heroic  feel. 

0.  Doric.  So  have  I :  and  whilft  yo'u  are  feek- 
ing  him,  I'll  get  the  proper  real  officer,  and  be- 
twixt law  and  war— Say,  mall  I  find  you  at  the 
Hermitage  ? 

Major  Tor.  No !  I've  had  enough  of  hermit- 
ages; you'll  find  me  yonder  at  the  'inn,  where, 
worn  with  terror' and  anxiety,  poor  Mrs.  Aubrey 
now  muft  hear,  that  'tis  this  outlaw  has  enfnar'd 
Olivia,  and  by  my  credulous  and  reftlefs — look 
-ye,  if  time  mould  ever  hang  heavy  upon  your' 
hands,  find  out  fome  honeft  mode  to  fill  it  up, 
and  not  like  me — Zounds  !  even  now  I'm  wafting 
it^di-fpatch,  red  ore  her  to  my  power,  and  the 
whole  world  combined — yes,  Tornado  is  himfelf1 
again.  [Exit  ftrntiing. 

"  O.  Doric.  Yourfelf !    that's  againft   you,   for  in 
my  mind   you'd  better  be  any  body  elfe,   and  fo 
perhaps  had  I.  f  >r  I  came  here  to  fee  Jack  yonder 
in  his  reil  villa,   ard   hear  the  rogue's  excufes, 
and  now  I'm  going  to  confine  the  father  of  the 
girl  he'd  inarry :  Come,  come,  before  I  crofs  him  in 
his  love,  let  me  fir  ft  fee  Pm  not  made  a  fool ;   let 
me  be  fure  my  partner's  gain'd  no  cuftomers,  for' 
if  he  has,  that  for  Tornado  and  his  bouncing  ;  I'll 
take  Sir  Arthur  by  the  hand,  and  as  the  father  of 
my  nephew!s   wife,   tap  all  who  tap  him  on   the ' 
moulder,  ha!  Ira!— This  is  no  hermitage  I  hope — 
no,  no,  this  augurs  property  and  trade. 
(As  he  is  going  to  knock  at  the  Joor  uf  Villa,  enter' 
from  it  Upholfterer  and  Wine  Merchant  hnftily.') 

Upboljl.  Come  along,  we've  told  him  he's  found 
out,  and  now  we'll  take  another  way  to  match 
this  fwindling  profligate  :  come,  quick,  quick. 

0.  Doric.  Swindling!  what  fwindling? 

Upbolft.     Why,    this    young    fafliionable  Mr. 

Doric  ; 
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Doric  ;  and  if,  like  us,  you  are  a  creditor,  Us  fair 
to  give  you  notice  ;  he  hafn't  change  for  iixpencc. 
'  0.  Doric.  No  ! 

Upbolft.  No  :  but  his  partner  has,  one  Toby 
Doric,  who  expects  great  building  contracts  from, 
his  influence  ;  he,  lie  {hall  pay  the  piper,  and  we 
are  upon  the  fearch  :  Mum!  he  is  not  far  off. 

[Exit  with  Wine  Merchant. 

0.  Done.  IS'o,  hut  he  will  be,  in  a  twii.kling, 
for  when  he  works  upon  his  own  account,  'tis  by 
the  job,  and  not  the  day,  as  quick  as  he  can  do  it. 

Enter  fro1  m  the  boufe  Young  Doric   with  papers  in 
his  hand. 

T.  Doric  ("in  a  melancholy  tone.)  Partner!  Part- 
ner !  won't  you  take  your  {hare  ? 

0.  Doric.  No,  you  are  welcome  to  the  whole 
concern. 

T.  Doric.  What,  not  go  halves  in  thefe  fmall 
memorandums,  partner !  And  'tis  no  fault  of 
mine ;  the  mayor,  a  fculptor  by  profeflion,  fo 
wifti'd  to  make  Von  Rapidotz's  buft  ;  and  the  two 
wives  of  leading  aldermen  fo  ftruggled  for  my 
company  and  his,  that  here's  a  contract  for  the 
new  town-hall,  another  for  the  bridge ;  and  fmce 
the  profit's  all  my  own,  I  will  go  fum  up  my 
account :  debtor  for  parties,  a  few  paltry  pounds  : 
per  contra  creditor,  for  trade,  enough  to  make  me 
partner  to  Olivia. 

0.  Doric.  May  I  believe  you,  Jack? 

T.  Doric.  Why,  if  you  don't  you're  very  fin- 
gular,  for  with  all  elfe  I'm  quite  Sir  Oracle,  except 
when  I  confefs  that  I  am  poor,  then  they  would 
rather  truft  me  than  my  word;  and  even  there 
they're  fafe,  for  blefs  the  corporation,  here's  a  re-, 
ceipt  in  full  of  all  demands  j  and  for  the  building 

E  2  part 


6S  THE  DELINQUENT  * 

part  (taking  his  ami)  we  are  the  two  main  pillars  of 
the  art :  I  the  Corinthian,  you  the  Gothic  order. 

0.  Doric.  I  Gothic — I — (smiling).  Jack,  you're 
no  fool,  and  ftart  quack  doctor,  orator,  or  con- 
juror, I'll  back  your  tricks,  and  be  your  partner 
ilill ;  but  now  for  your  betroth'd,  or  whom  I've 
much  to  tell  you  as  we  walk. 

Y,  Doric.  Have  you  ?  away  then  ;  and  I  long  to 
hear  of  the  wrong  carriage,  and  wrong  houfe  :  ha! 
ha  !  it  is  a  merry  world !  and  there  are  fools  that 
love  it  for  its  folly:  we  are  the  wife,  who  revelling 
in  its  fports,  get  trade,  get  laugh 

0.  Doric.  Good  cheer 

Y.  Doric.  And  focial  love  !  [Extunt, 


SCENE  THE  LAST.—./*  Fore/1,  and  di/lant  View 
of  the  Sea. 

Enter  Olivia  and  the  Delinquent, 

Olh'hi.  Nay,  father,  I'm  refolved. 

Delhi.  'Tis  well :  to  part  were  more  than  nature 
fure  could  bear  ;  but  ftill  to  (hare  an  exile  and  an 
outlaw's  fate,  and,  galling  thought,  to  facrifice  at 
leaft  one  valued  friend,  the  kind  Mrs,  Aubrey — 
and  for  him  who  aggravates  his  guilt,  by  thus  en- 
fnaring  and  involving  you, 

O/ivia.  No,  no,  the  friends  I  leave  are  profperous 
and  free  ;  and  what  if  guilty  ?  you  are  ftill  my 
father  :  and  I,  your  daughter,  mould  more  guilty 
prove,  if  in  afRi&ion  I'd  another  thought  but  that 
of  aiding  and  confoling  you — come. — Oh,  if  here- 
after I  mould  claim  a  recompence,  'tis  to  be  told 
more  of  my  mother  than  that  Lord  Danvers 

Delin.  What  more,  Olivia!  Have  a  care!  the 
fever'd  brain  has  ever  one  peculiar  chord,  which 
touch'd,  convulies  it  to  madnefs, 
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*Olfoia.  Well,  well, 'tis  paft — lead  on  (noife  with- 
out).    Hark !  we're  prevented. 

Delm.  (looking  cut}.  We  are,  and  by  Lord  Dan- 
vers'  friend  ;  by  him,  no  matter  what  his  motive, 
who  lias  fo  wrong* d  and  fo  neglected  (Olivia  ap- 
feals).  Nay,  fince  at  all  hazards  I  have  gain'd  my 
treafure,  I'm  not  fo  void  of  fortitude  and  pride  but, 
at  all  hazards,  to  maintain  ir. 

Enter  Major  Tornado,  bqftily. 

Olivia  (flying  to  him).  Oh  !  if  you  ever  prized 
Olivia's  peace,  let  me  pafs  free. 

Major  To*-.  Raih  girl !  (taking  hold  of  her).  Thus, 
thus,  I  part  you  from  a  man  who,  beggar'd  by  ex- 
travagance, fought  fafety  for  himfclf  abroad,  and 
left  a  virtuous,  a  lovely  wife  to 

Deiin.  Hear  me :  was  this  Lord  Danvers* 
{lory  ? 

Major  Tor.  It  was,  nnd  had  he  furviv'd  his 
wounds  a  few  moments  more  I  fhould  have  known. 

Delin.  That  'twas  my  fate  to  marry  with  his 
daughter;  1,  who  in  wealth,  in  honour,  and  fair 
fame  rank'd  high  enough  e'en  to  gratify  his  ambi- 
tion.— I  made  her  mine,  and  in  a  few  fhort  years 
this  virtuous,  lovely,  (for  £he  was  both)  yet  young, 
unthinking  wife,  ruin'd  an  eafy  hufband's  ample 
fortune,  and  overwhelmed  him  with  bankruptcy 
with  beggary — but  I  forget — there  is  her  daugh-. 
ter,  and  though  you  dare  to  criminate  her  father, 
he  fcorns  to  fliock  her  with  her  mother's  errors. 

Major  Tor.  Paltry  evafion  !  when  ruin  and  when 
bankruptcy  ei)fued,  did  flie  fuggeft  to  you  degrad- 
ing  flight  ? 

Deim.  No — ftung  with  fhame  and  with  re- 
morfe,wild  with  my  own  and  other's  wrongs,  and 
paft  profperity  ft  ill  nurfing  pride,  I  had  not  courage 
to  oppofe  the  charge,  but  fled  an  outlaw,  and  com. 
menced  a  (lave.  To  the  horror  of  my  iiate  I  foon 

learn  'd 
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Jcarn'd  that  my  unhappy  wife,  ftill  plunged  in  fa- 
fhiori's  vortex,  had  fu  gall'd  her  father's  pride,  he 
took  Olivia  from  .her  care,  and  whilft  Lord  Dan- 
vers  fought  in  India  for  repofe,  your  mother 
pined  and  died. 

Olivia.  Died  ! 

Delin.  Ay,  and  with  her  all  the  recollection  of 
her  faults ;  for  though  Lord  Danvers  and  his 
friend  have  deem'd  it  manly  to  refent,  I  felt  it 
nobler  to  forgive.  And  love  for  her  who  ftill 
Was  faithful  in  her  love !  is  all,  Olivia,  all  that 
now  furvives  (embracing  Olivia}. 

Olivia.  Forgive  her !  oh  blcls  you !  blefs  you ! 
(embracing  hini). 

Major  Tor.  I  can't  ftand  this,  I  am  again  at  my 
credulity ;  but   I  will  roufe :  fo,   Sir,   hear  me. 
Are  you  the  feeling  father  you  profefs  ? 
,  DeTm.   Ah  !  fir 

Major  Tor.  Is  exile  a  lov'd  Daughter's  reward? 
or  will  her  fharing  leffen  your  affliction  ? 

Delin.  (Jhewmg  compunction)  Oh,  my  child!  my 
child ! 

Major  Tor.  And,  fince  your  doom  is  lafting 
exile  or  bondage,  prove,  prove  you  have  no  nar- 
row felfifh  thought,  and  welcome  it  alone;  be 

great  (Delinquent  flews  more  compunction.'}  be 

what  !  you  fubmit,  you'l  yield  her  to  her  friends  ? 

Delin.  Yield  !  (looking  at  Olivia  and  Jtruggling 
ivith  himfdf}  The  torturing  thought  long  ilrug- 
gled  in  my  mind,  but  now  it  burfts,  and  I  can 
proudly  fay,  I  am  a  feeling  father  :  where  is  that 
friend  who  watch'd,  who  cherifhed,  and  has  ftor'd 
her  mind  with  fuch  tranfcendent  charms,  that  'tis 
paft  bearing  to  refign  them  :  but  'tis  decreed,  fhe 
the  heft  merits  fuch  a  bright  reward,  and  to  her 
only  will  I  yield  it. 

Major.  What !  What !  Mrs.  Aubrey !  look,  fhe  ap- 
proaches, (Delinquent  trembles  tmd  turns  towards- 
0//L'w.).and  with  joy  I  fee  her,  for  when  fhe  heard 

you 
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you  were  Sir  Edward's  agent,  (he  {hewed  fuch 
agony,  fuch but  this  repays  her.  [Exit. 

Olivia.  Father  !  for  pity — 

Deim.  Olivia  !  I  am  firm  5  farewell,  and  in  a 
happier  world — (weeping  ami  fulling  on  herjhoulder?) 

Enter  Mrs.  Aubrey. 

(She  is  much  agitated  and  tries  in  vain  to  look  to- 
s  Delinquent — the  Major  takes  her  hand.} 

Delin.  Now  then  (advancing  rapidly  with  Oli- 
via—Mrs. Aubrey  is  turn  d  from  him.}  Madam,  ac- 
cept a  grateful  father's  thanks,  and  as  the  beft  re- 
turn for  all  your  tender  and  maternal  love 

Mrs.  Aubrey,  (J  inning  round  and  throwing  herfelf 
at  his  feet.}  Plead,  plead  for  me,  Olivia  :  tell  him. 
that,  (truck  with  penitence  and  fhame,  Ihop'd  the 
virtues  of  a  duteous  daughter,  might  beft  atone 
the  errors  of  his  wife  :  and  to  inftill  into  her  mind 
precepts  my  parents  taught  me  to  defpife,  Ifpread. 
the  report  of  my  death,  and  as  your  monitor  en- 
joyed thofe  rights  which  as  a  mother  I  fo  juftly 
loit :  but  now  my  talk's  performed,  and  grieve  not 
at  our  parting,  child,  for  blefled  with  iiich  a  fa- 
ther's love,  you  may  defy  adverfity  and  exile. 

Olivia.  Mother  ! — Speak,  Father  !  fpeak  ! 

Delin.  I  would,  but  tears  prevent  me.  (em~ 
bracing  her.) 

Major  lor.  Now  what  a  pretty  figure  do  I  cut ! 
and  what  with  believing  ralfe  evidence,  and  difbe- 
lieving  true,  I  hope  I  thall  never  fit  on  a  court 
martial,  if  I  do,  it  won't  be  over  in  a  hurry  :  but  • 
this  I'm  fixed  upon, 'you  never  quit  your  native 
land,  while  Indian  gold  or  Englifh'  valor  can  de- 
fend you. 

Delin.  Sir,  'tis  in  vain  ;  befides  Sir  Edward, 
I've  fuch  mortal  foes 

Major  Tor.  So  you  have ;  there's  that  old  ar- 
chitect. 

Enter 
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Enter  Young  Doric  liaflily. 

Y.  Doric.  Pheugh !  I'm  out  of  breath,  I've  run  To 
fail  to  be  beforehand  and  foreftall  my  partner  and 
this  Sailor Sir  Arthur,  you're  reftorM  to  li- 
berty, Sir  Edward  has  releas'd  his  debt,  Doric  and 
Co.  have  done  the  fame,  imd  fhou Id  there  ftill  re- 
main one  who'd  enforce  the  outlawry,  I  and  the 
Major  here,  will  give  a  ball,  will  pay  the  Savage 
with  his  own  bank  notes,  or  if  that  fails,  hark'ye, 
(taking  I  he  Major  a  fide)  'tis  but  to  open  the  wrong 
chariot  door  and  Rollo-like  we'll  {hove  him  in  a 
Hermitage. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Reftor'd  to  freedom!  Olivia,  unite 
with  me  again  in  thanking  him. 

Olivia.    I   do, — with  heartfelt  gratitude,    and 

j°y* 

Delin.  Sir,  yqu  remember  that  when  laft  we 
met — 

T.  Doric.  I  do,  fir  Arthur  (in  a  melancholy  tone.) 
I  remember  I  left  you  out  of  my  party,  but  if  I 
luckily  mould  get  a  wife  and  a  more  roomy  man- 
fion,  fpeak — (afide  to  Major  again.")  and  I'll  afk 
you  to  the  wedding  fupper. 

Major  Tor.  He'll  afc  me  to  the  wedding  fupper  1 
What  fay  you,  Olivia?  But  here's  the  man. 

Enter  Old  Doric  and  Tom  Tackle. 

So,  fir,  are  you  quite  hoftile  ftill  ? 

0.  Doric.  No,  quite  the  contrary  i  I  come  with 
this  brave  tar  to  offer  freedom  to  Sir  Arthur,  and 
chains  to  that  dear  tricking  rogue.  Sir,  (advancing 
and  bowing  to  Sir  Arthur)  we  are  Only  builders  to 
be  furej  but  faftrion  being  ftamp'd  more  by  long 
purfes  than  long  pedigrees,  we  from  the  city  are 
the  true  beau-mondej  and  if  you  would  but 

mix 
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mix  yoiir  noble  houfe  with  mine,  (Sir  Arthur 
f miles.}  You  will,  Jack,  fign  and  feal,  (  Young  Doric 
kiffes  Olivia's  hand.}  and  by  your  zeal  mind  that 
the  new  firm  profpers  like  the  old  one ! — mind 
you're  no  fleeping  partner,  boy  ! 

Major  Tor.  (shaking  Old  Doric  by  the  hand.)  I'll 
build  another  Rowland  Caftle,  on  purpofe  to  em- 
ploy this  fame  unrivalPd  architect;  and  in  Nor- 
thumberland, on  purpofe  to  reftore  Sir  Arthur  ,to 
his  native  rank,  and  all  lafk  is  to  bejoin'd  as  part- 
ner in  the  firm;  for  draw  for  life  on  my  benevo- 
lence, I'll  pay  your  drafts,  and  thank  you  for  ac 
cepting  them. 

0»  Doric,  (bowing)  Oh  gallant,  penetrating  Ma 
jor — but  you  (to  Tom  Tackle)  why  don't  you 
ipeak? 

Tom.  Becaufe  you  won't  let  me:  one  walks  be- 
fore me,  and  t'other  talks  before  me;  but  this  I 
will  fay,  here  be  the  promis'd  bonds,  Sir  Arthur, 
and  I  do  hope  that  my  unhappy  mafter 

Delin.  Shall  be  forgiven,  for  his  fervant's  fake. 
Major,  henceforth  we're  brothers— and  you,  the 
chofen  hufband  of  Olivia,  make  home  the  haven 
of  your  hopes,  nor  at  the  lofs  of  fortune, time,  and 
fame,  feek  peace  in  crowds,  or  friends  in  fafhion's 
blaze. 

T.  Doric.  Right: — for  'tis  in  fafhion  as  in  Gal- 
vanifm,  there  may  be  now  and  then  fome  twitches 
of  feeling,  but  'tis  always  cold  at  the  heart — and 
in  one  place  alone  will  1  give  galas  more — here 

Doric  and  Company,  if  you  unite, 
Hope  to  fee  company  to-morrow  night. 

THJS  END* 
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Written  by  W.  THOMAS  FITZ-GERALD,  Esq. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  H.  JOHNSTON. 

FASHION'S  the  aim  through  every  rank  of  life, 

From  the  peer's  consort,  to  the  pedlar's  wife ; 

All  to  her  temple  rush,  the  lame,  the  blind, 

To  court  that  tinsel  idol  of  mankind  ! 

Perch'd  on  a  che-quer'd-colour'd  wheel  she  stands, 

And  scatters  follies  from  a  hundred  hands  ! 

Her  slaves,  to  crowded  routs,  in  shoals,  repair 

To  find  that  first  of  joys  ! — the  want  of  air; 

Where  beaux,  in  coats  with  sleeves  like  sacks,  admire 

Belles,  almost  dressed  in  Mrs.  Eve's  attire  ! 

Oh  !  'twas  delightful !  cries  Lord  Brilliant  Airs, 

So  full !  — I  got  no  further  than  the  stairs  : 

But  ev'ry  thing's  in  style  at  HUMBUG'S  Fete, 

}Tis  always  crowded,  and  'tis  always  late  ! 

More  lucky  /,  replies  Sir  Patrick  Able, 

When  all  the  fowls  were  gone,  I  reach'd  the  table  ; 

Yet,  by  my  soul,  it  was  not  very  neat, 

To  leave  me  nothing  that  a  man  could  eat, 

But  chicken  bones  upon  a  dirty  plate.* 

Charming  indeed  !  says  ample  Miss  M'Birr, 

I  hate  assemblies  where  there's  room  to  stir  : 

Then  turning  round  to  Lady  Betty  Din — 

Were  you  at  Mrs  B's  ? — 'twas  very  thin  ;— 

I  scarce  saw  fifty  coaches  in  the  square, 

And  not  a  paper  mentions  who  was  there  If 

The  only  means  by  which  the  world  can  know 

What  the  Great  do — or  where  the  Dashing  go; 

Who  walks  the  park,  or  who  arrives  in  town  ; 

Sir  Peter  Puddle,  Mr.  Black  or  Brown  ! 

*  Spoken  in  the  Irish  accent. 
f  Spoken  in  th;  Scot»h  accent. 


EPILOGUE. 

Thus  o'er  the  Catalogue  of  taste  they  pore, 
For  names  which  never  were  in  print  before  ; 
And  when  they  give  a  dinner,  sure  'tis  fair 
To  tell  the  town  and  country  who  were  there- 
Yet  all  that  darling  pleasure  would  be  miss'd, 
If  the  kind  host  did  not  supply  the  list. 
I  thought  tq  go — but  there  the  Author  stands 
With  eager  eyes  and  supplicating  hands, 
Making  a  hundred  signs,  for  me  to  say, 
He  wishes  you'd  come  often  to  his  play  : 
Do  so — and  when  the  house  is  overflowing, 
The  trembling  Bard  shall  own — to  Me  'tis  owing  : 
Let  him  bring  ladies — I'll  secure  each  beau, 
For  there's  my  card — where  gentlemen  may  know 
That  here,  to-morrow  night,  from  seven  to  ten, 
Mrs.  H.  I.  SEES  COMPANY  again. 
After  a  pause. 

Thus  having  finished  all  my  flippant  part, 

I  now  must  speak  the  dictates  of  my  heart. 

Each  smile  I  wore,  conceal'd  a  half-check'd  tear 

Which  long'd  to  flow  on  NELSON'S  honour'd  bier  i 

At  that  lov'd  name  each  bosom  heaves  a  sigh, 

And  drops  of  sorrow  fall  from  ev'ry  eye  ! 

His  mighty  arm,  at  one  tremendous  blow, 

Hurl'd  Britain's  Thunder  on  his  Country's  foe  j 

But  iu  the  midst  of  his  resistless  fire, 

His  conquering  fleet  beheld  their  Chief  expire  ! 

Though  England's  ships  in  awful  triumph  ride, 

With  shatter'd  navies  captive  by  their  side, 

The  tidings  FAME  with  muffled  trumpet  brings, 

And  VICTORY  mourns  his  loss  in  sable  wings  ! 

"  Britons"  she  cries,  "  though  now  my  bosom  bleeds, 

Your  naval  sons  shall  emulate  his  deeds ; 

Thus  shall  bis  spirit,  rising  from  his  grave, 

Make  future  NELSONS  triumph  on  the  wave." 
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